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On our Aberdeenshire estate we still sow and harvest our own barley, 
as we have done for years. It's a fraction of what we need, but it ensures we 
know good barley when we buy it. 

We also maintain the long-standing tradition of including an excep- 
tionally high proportion of pure malt whiskies in our blend. 


just one of the reasons why 
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war, Lies and 
Videotape 


Phillip Knightley on the dearth of 
truth in the Gulf 


Since the start of the war in the Gulf, the Ministry 
of Defence has been holding, every weekday, an 
unattributable briefing for defence correspon- 
dents. This is different from the high profile. 
public press conferences at which the minister, 
Tom King, sustains public morale by stressing 
how well the war is going 

The unattributable briefings are to give the 
correspondents, who are presumed to know 
about such matters, an authoritative military 
overview. Just how useful these conferences are 
was unwittingly revealed last week when one 
member of the MoD panel was asked how he 
knew something he had just revealed. "Oh," he 
said, “1 read it in the newspapers,” 

Nothing illustrates with more clarity how this 
war, originally billed as one in which the media 
revolution would showhow it had kept pace with 
the revolution in military hardware, has turned 
out to be the most news-managed war in recent 
history, one in which a stream of words, sound 
and pictures has actually succeeded in obscuring 
the facts. 

CNN and the other TV networks have flooded 


te 


the world's screens with coverage of the war but 
have added little to our understanding of what is 
actually going on. In Britain and the United 
States we see TV presenters, who know little of 
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evision 


culture stripped to the bone 


what is happening, cross by satellite to interview 
their correspondents at the front, who know 
even less, Then itis back to the studio to chat with 
military experts who have received their infor- 
mation from the same official briefings attended 
by the correspondents 

Even the most unusual situation, where the 
Western media has been allowed to keep a 
correspondent in the enemy capital (imagine a 
Times Journalist reporting from Berlin in 1944), 
has produced little hard information. Instead, 
the correspondent, Peter Arnett of CNN, has 
been accused in the United States of lending aid 
and comfort to Iraq 

In this vacuum, any scrap of news is picked up. 
and circulated in an incestuous manner until it 
becomes impossible to trace and evaluate its. 
source. A Canadian correspondent in Tel Aviv 
watched in amazement іп January as a French 
radio reporter, sheltering with him and several 
other media people in the hotel basement, called 
Paris on his portable telephone and broadcast a 
graphic description of the city under Scud miss- 
lle attack, all his details obtained from watching 
CNN on a TV set thoughtfully provided by the 
hotel management. It would be journalistic jus- 
tice if on his return to Paris the Frenchman was 
interviewed by CNN about his experiences un- 
der fire in Tel Aviv, 

So what don't we know? We have no idea of 
civilian casualties in Baghdad. The Pentagon 
would have us believe that its bombing is so 
surgical that only military tar- 
gets have been destroyed 
The British government said 
the same thing after the first 
RAF raid on Berlin, and we know what happened 
there. 

We have no idea how much of Saddam Hus- 
sein's military arsenal has been destroyed. The 


British press said that Iraq's air force had been 
wiped out on the first day. Then we were told that 
only twenty-six Iraqi planes were confirmed hits 
(no one knew the whereabouts of the rest — 
until, that is, they began fleeing to Iran). We were 
assured that the Scud missile sites had been 
destroyed, but this claim had to be modified to 
“fixed missile sites” when Scuds began to land 
on Saudi Arabia and Israel 

We were told that this would be a short. sharp 
campaign, perhaps as short as ten days; that the 
Iraqis, no matter how battle-hardened, would be 
unable to withstand the technological might of 
the Allies and that Allied casualties could be as 
few as 100 and Iraqi losses as high as 30,000. 
Now we are told that the campaign could last 
months rather than weeks and that Allied casu- 
alties could be heavy, 

In the meantime, there have been no shots of 
bodies, no screams of pain, little anguish, little 
suffering, few bombed-out buildings. Only pol- 
iticians in blue striped suits, war correspondents 
in battle dress, and generals, using the jargon of 
the day, telling us that "truth is scenario 
dependent." 

War reporting wasn't always like this, When 
William Howard Russell described the Charge of 
the Light Brigade for readers of the Times in 
1854 he wrote that “nota British soldier, except 
the dead and the dying, was left in front of the 
Muscovite guns.” 

Russell was the first civillan to report a war 
from the battle front and therefore, as he put it, 
“the miserable parent of the luckless tribe” of 
war correspondents on whom we now rely for 
news of the war in the Gulf, 

Until Russell's appointment, generals had al- 
ways reported their own wars — you can read 
Wellington on Waterloo. They liked it that way 
because in their own reports they were always 
brave and brilliant, the enemy cowardly and 
stupid. Now this reporter had turned up in the 
Crimea and was telling the truth, and what was 
worse, the Times was publishing It. 

Largely because of Russell's dispatches, the 
government fell, and the military commander, 
Lord Raglan, was discredited. As the end of the 
war grew near, the generals realized that they 
were facing a threat almost as dangerous as 
battle itself. Unless future wars were going to be 
fought in a blaze of damaging publicity, war 
correspondents would have to be brought under 
control 

So on February 25th, 1856 the commander-in- 
chief issued Britain's first censorship order. It 
forbade the publication of anything the military 
considered of value to the enemy and promised 
that any reporter who disobeyed the order would 
be expelled from the battle front 

And that, basically, is the system governments 
and the military have used ever since. During 
World War I, for example, it became important 
that the British public should not learn of the 
war's horror as it became bogged down in a long 
battle of attrition in the mud of Flanders. But 
under pressure from the press and the public the 





Army reluctantly agreed to have six correspond- 
ents attached to it. They wore officer's uniform, 
were provided with orderlies, cars, trucks and 
conduction officers, and soon learnt what was 
expected of them. “We identified ourselves ab- 
solutely with the armies in the field," one wrote 
later. "We wiped out of our mind all thought of 
personal scoops... There was no need of censor- 
ship of our dispatches. We were our own 
censors." 

War reporting followed the same pattern in 
World War Il but Vietnam upset things a bit. It was 
not a war of survival and therefore journalists, 
who under America's First Amendment have a 
guaranteed constitutional right of free express- 





CNN's Charles Jaco with a trophy from a Scud attack 


ion, couldn't be expected to bend to censorship. 
Instead, they travelled freely, telling the truth as 
they saw it, and — according to the Pentagon — 
thereby cost America the war. 

In Britain, the MoD watched and learnt the 
lesson. If Britain was to fight any future war, 
correspondents, especially television reporters, 
would have to be restrained. There could be no 
uncontrolled cameras on the battlefield. 

When the Falklands war arrived, the MoD had 
one big advantage — it controlled access to the. 
fighting. So it carefully chose seventeen corres- 
pondents to accompany the task force and made 
them sign forms agreeing to censorship at source 
by six MoD "public relations officers". 

In the weeks immediately after the war, corres- 
pondents back from the front rushed into print 
with "the untold story", incidents the MoD cen- 
sors had refused to pass at the time. The intrigu- 
ing thing about most of these stories was that the 
information they contained would have been of 
no value to Argentina whatsover. What they did 
was paint a too-vivid picture of the war, a picture 
of two groups of highly trained men doing some 
very nasty things to each other. If you need 
popular support for a war, this is not the sort of 
thing you want the people back home — 
particularly the relatives of servicemen — to 
read. 


Muffled voices: Larry Register in de rigueur Gulf headpiece 





Britain does not control access to the Gulf, 
although it does control access to the British 
forces. But since the Pentagon agrees with the 
MoD's view of war correspondents and used 
MoD tactics to manage the news during its ac- 
tions in Grenada and Panama, we can be certain 
little will emerge from the war against Iraq to 
embarrass the Allies. 

The correspondents are being conducted 
around, briefed at press conferences, obliged to 
join reporting “pools”, and instructed on what 
they can and cannot report. In case something 
untoward gets through, British editors have been 
issued with “guidelines” about what they should 
not print or screen without specific MoD ap- 
proval. This is just about everything you really 
want to know about the war, such as who is 
getting killed and in what numbers. 

There is nothing we can do about it — apart 
from a media mass mutiny, which is highly un- 
likely. Our only protection is to repeat the fol- 
lowing maxim: all governments lie when it suits 
them and they lie more often in wartime. So treat 
all official news with great scepticism and take 
most reports from war correspondents with a 
good pinch of salt. @ 


Phillip Knightley is the author of The First Casualty, a 
history of war reporting 
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Perfecting Pandora 


Can Joanne Whalley-Kilmer 
outdo silent screen goddess 
Louise Brooks? 


Sexually honest, erotic, scandalous in 


t h e at re tightand greedy hypocrisies of the 


their time — since the censor's pencil 
made the first slash in 1906, Frank 
Wedekind's Lulu plays have taken their 
place among the most supposedly 
immoral works of the 20th century. A new. 
production is to open at London's Almeida 
Theatre (March 7th to April 20th) starring 
Joanne Whalley-Kilmer as Lulu. 

Wedekind himself was hardly middle of 
the road. At the turn of the century he was 
one of the Eleven Executioners, a group of 
cabaret artists formed from Munich's 
bohemian subculture. “I have murdered 
dear Auntie Alice,” starts one of his songs. 
The young Bertolt Brecht remembered 
him perform. “There he stood, ugly, brutal, 
dangerous. He came before the curtain as 
a ringmaster in a red tailcoat, carrying 
whip and revolver." 

But Wedekind is best known now for his 
drama. Earth Spirit and Pandora's Box 
form the Lulu plays, triumphs of early 
Expressionism, A beautiful young woman 
enjoys a life of pampered abandon, 


ШИШИ 


following her natural inclinations while, in 
the process, a collection of men self- 
combust. She murders her husband, has 
an affair with his son, turns to prostitution 
and is herself murdered by Jack the 
Ripper. It's not all sex and violence. 
Wedekind's eye for theatrical effect and 
his superb control of dialogue splice with 

an uncompromising attack on the 


bourgeoisie. 

The image of Lulu was fixed for posterity 
by Louise Brooks, in GW Pabst's 1928 
silent Pandora's Box. That trademark 
black bob, innocent poise and lethal 
allure made her, as one critic put it, "the 
most entrancing nymphomaniac in film 
history". But Brooks was more than a 
femme fatale. At once vamp, victor and 
victim, she had an astonishingly complex 
hold on the character of Lulu: an 
independent spiritin a world made grubby 
by money and men. 

Joanne Whalley-Kilmer has the chance 
to point Lulu towards the 21st century, and 
she's in with a good shout. Director lan 
McDiarmid has revamped the Almeida's 
profile with a series of shows boasting 
chic designs and canny box-office appeal, 
and the Lulu project falls in a season of 
three plays about the nature of desire. 
Noted big-league designer Maria 
Bjornson lends her talents, and Hugh 
Rorrison provides the translation. Could 
be a winner. Ф \NDY LAVENDER 
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Luscious Louise 





Where Are They Now? 
Jack Wild 


A poetically pointy snitch, pitch-perfect cockernee inflections, 
glands that determined he would never rise above five-and-a-bit 
feet nor look older than a secondary modern first year — these 
were the foundations of Jack Wild's career. His rise was swift: four 
years in drama school led to stage and screen portrayals of the 
Artful Dodger in Oliver! in 1968, and the following year, at 17, he 
set up shop in the States, starring in the seventeen episodes of the 
surreal, pre-Pee-wee Herman show HR Pufnstuf. 

Іп 1970 he guested on the Bing Crosby Christmas Show, but the 
rot had set in. The remainder of the decade's work consisted of 
guest appearances and parts in movies that weren't released in 
the UK. There was a record contract too, with Capitol US. It might 
have been for a year and there might have been three LPs, he can't 
quite remember. Now 38, still young-looking if a bit hunched, 
wearing Reebok gear and smoking Consulate, Wild initially 





blames the dearth of decent work on the fact that most people 
didn't know where he lived in the Seventies. 

“| had begun drinking heavily, though," he says. “I used to put 
vodka into those Gold Spot breath fresheners. That was the thing, 
see. In the late Sixties in showbiz there was the choice of drink, 
cigarettes and drugs. I smoked already, so | thought I'd take up the 
lesser of the other two evils.” 

Salvation arrived in mid-1989 when he met the Christian help- 
group AV, who helped him kick the bottle. After ten years of 
alcoholism and signing on the dole, plus the break-up of his 
marriage, Wild was ready to work again. He's just completed a 
successful stint as Reckless Rat in the West End musical Heaven's 
Up, and is about to play Mutch the miller's son in the Kevin Costner 
movie Prince of Thieves. 

“Of course I've got regrets, yeah. If! could have had things 
differently | wouldn't have had to put myself through such crap. 
| just want to keep working now, and | hope to get married this 
year to a woman who stuck by me. You can call me a born-again 
Christian, for sure. That's what | am." @ ANDY DARLING 

















IN 1864 ONE MAN 
WENT IN SEARCH OF 
THE FRONTIER... 


AND FOUND HIMSELF. 


DANCES WOES, 
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Who's that girl? 


La Quotes 


My Mentor 
“He [David Lynch] had me 
where | just kept titing my head 
back until I was staring straight 
up at the ceiling. | asked him if 
someone would normally do 
that, He said no; 
— Madchen Amick 
"Prince always encourages me 
to be happy and not to be 
depressed. Obviously hes very 
busy so we don't see each other 
that much, but hes always 
floating around in my psyche” 
— Sherilyn Fenn 
‘Cher has this way of helping 
me let things go. Sometimes 
when l'm in a situation, | think 
to myself: ОК, what would 
Cher dor“ 
— Winona Ryder 
"| sat down with Cubby [Hubert 
Selby Ir} and asked him, How 
до you see her physical 
behaviour? And he said, Its 
not about, am sexy and | want 
you, its more, You fucking 
asshole. youre gonna want me, 
and / т gonna use you, because 
fm the best fucking thing in this 
town” Which was so helpful." 
— Jennifer Jason Leigh 


The Glamorous Life 
"I don't care for LA. | see a lot 
of cars end a fot of driving and. 
a lot of weirdness.” 

— Lili Taylor 
"The best part of my day is 
sinking into a hot bubble-bath 
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Jonathan Bernstein and Steven 
Daly on the starlet syndrome 


As long as awards are in the air we'd like to 
nominate our favourite group of the last few 
years: The Las. No, not the chirpy Scally band, 
but La Ringwald, La Kensit, La Fenn, La Ryder, 
La Bonham-Carter and many, many more. 
Young actresses, US gals and UK gels; our ladies 
of Perpetual Promise, Precocious Pedigree and 
Prodigious Pulchritude — the golden girls who 
make our lives worthwhile. 

Just when magazine fatigue threatens to leave 
us listless and indolent, when we can’t manage 
another exotic teen crime exposé, chef du jour or 
thinkpiece on the perfect sock, along comes a 
profile of Penelope Ann Miller to dispatch our 
anomie. The chance of a sacred sit-down with 
one of these aspiring angels makes a footstool 
out of the most battle-hardened bully — and why 
not? Given the chance to kiss, say, Rachel Ward's 
ting, wouldn't you sympathize with her thwarted 
Shakespearean ambitions? 

A perpetual moan — or should we say sigh? — 
of The Lasis that there isn’t anything for them to 
do; sure, parties, premieres and photo ops are all 
very amusing, but what about the work? What 
about that moment of epiphany when Meryl 
rasped, “I had a farm in Africa...” and they just 


knew... But sadly for both the American girls and 
the relocating Doodys and Hurleys of this world, 
today's career opportunities tend to take the 
form of walk-on, lie-down, drop-dead roles. So 
the prime platform of performance becomes the 
printed page, where an unspoken agreement 
between interviewer and subject sees the tem- 
porary sheathing of the critical sabre. Crudely 
put, she gets to spout unchecked streams of 
consciousness, he gets to look at her cleavage. 
It's not just coincidence that each ingenue profile 
reads almost identically. Grab a random sample 
and the pattern starts to form. 

The La at centre stage may be Madsen, Cates, 
Gertz or Zuniga, but the hoops they jump 
through never vary. Bookended я 
by hoarse, sweaty-paimed co F | | P) 
ouring about come-hither eyes, 
eternal puckers, poreless porcelain perfection, 
tarnished back-alley allure, child-woman charm 
and silky blonde sang-froid, The Las plough a 
well-worn furrow, 

There's something wonderful about this mu- 
tual understanding between La and Hack; in the 
cold, hard reality of the real world they wouldn't 
give us the time of day and we'd hate them for it, 
but the interview is a healing process for both 
parties. They want usto like them and we want — 
we really want — them to like us. Of course, 
should the young actress become a star (going 
from La to Lady), she's never going to talk to us 
again. But that's not going to happen, is it.. 


with the shades drawn and the feel good in a relationship now where Rob Lowe is videotaping 
bathroom door shut!" — Charlotte Lewis а raked couple making love on 
— Traci Lords She has wanted to be an actress. а couch. And, you know, | was 


"1 пке really quiet things. 1 ke to 
read. | hate partes. | hate small- 
talk and l'm incredibly private 
and shy” 

— Jennifer Jason Leigh 

m just те. fm not an 
outrageously demonstrative 
creature. | don't live any ја 
unusual, single kind of Ие” 
— Annette Bening 

"1 hate parties, appearing in 
public, Luckily, being an actress, 
| can deal with certain 


тему" 








other thing that’s 





Jupiter!" 


in our lives. Every дау” 

— Natasha Richardson 
“Из a quiet neighbourhood with 
«dogs and children. I'm really 
excited about it" 

— Laura San Giacomo 


ever sce the days when she breastfeeding my baby at the 
watched movies on 4 battered time and | felt so natal about 
old black-and-white TV set n the female anatomy. There was. 
Wales. "I ved in a fantasy world no way Га appear naked for a 
then,” she says. "I stil do, 


guy with no brains to look at” 
— Patricia Arquette 


— Annabel Schofield > "The [Playboy] pictures look like. 
^it was so much fun, Thats the 
ry | went 
to Jupiter, and itis cool on. 


paintings: They offered me a 
great sum of money” 


— Sherilyn Fenn 


"d like all women in films to 





— Laura Dern stand up and say, ‘I don't want 


anyone to expose their breasts” 
= Robin Wright 


of Colette's Claudine. “It's really "| always want to be an optimist 
cheeseball and good." 
— Winona Ryder. people. It's easy to say that the 
"This will sound funny, but I've world is fucked and we're all 
had this recurring dream since | going to blow up in ten years 
маз eight years old that Im 


and | always want to believe in 





time. | mean, give me a break, 


stuck in marshmallow fluff and | — Laura Dern 


Free-Spirit Loony 
"I've gotten out of some. 
strange woods and am about to 
enter some more. The trees may 
Бе higher but Im stronger. Im 
like a Tasmanian devil I'm gong 
to dail through them alt” 

— Sherilyn Fenn 
"And it's werd, because | 


me. its frightening.” 





а 
situations. If | want people to Straight-Up Loonies 
look at me | can do certain > “This 5 one of my favourite 
things and they will. We all act ~ books," she says, waving а copy My Philosophy 
. 
es > 


can't get out, And there's black- "One thing that people 
and-white TV static all around misunderstand was my decsion 


to nurse my daughter until she 


— Lara Flynn Boyle ‘was two years old. That's a 
"Can you recommend anything particular philosophy 1 have, and 
by Shelley for me to read? 

— Emily Lloyd dared to ask me about it” 
* never even saw The Exorcist — Demi Moore 
but | had dreams that things “Му nature is to leap 


| didn't think anyone would have 


haven't had a relationship tor ‘would tly iû through the ғ ж ‘wholeheartedly into something 
early a year. I've been staying m ‘window and come into my and consume the whole 

а lat. Just on my own, reading body" жь, shebang and get sick!" 

and thinking. And you get to — Penelope Ann Miller y — Uma Thurman 


know yourself l'm not into, like, 
crystals and bullshit, but Ive The Naked Truth 


become much calmer | would "1 read this scene in the script 








e, Interview, Premiere, 
Sky 20/20, Vanity 
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Queen Viv 


The second half of 1990 has been kinder to 
Vivienne Westwood than many previous years: 
she picked up her long-awaited Designer of the 
Year Award (albeit now rendered almost 
meaningless by the mediocrity of previous 
winners); she showed a wondrous collection at 
the men's shows in Florence; she was invited to 
present her collection in Tokyo by the Fashion 
Foundation of Japan, and a Vivienne Westwood 
evening was held recently at The Building in New. 
York — an international event which also 
honoured Moschino, Lacroix and Mizrahi. 

Entitled ‘Cut Slash and Pull’, Westwood's 
latest collection relies in large part upon her 
dynamic new slashing technique. Swimming 
costumes look frayed and shrivelled in the hand, 
but once on, slashes open to reveal innumerable 
flashes of flesh. 

Westwood is widely regarded as the 
grandmother of most new shapes, and this 
collection is no exception, Her absurdly short 
cotton dresses, slashed and gathered at the hip, 
are the only genuinely new fashion silhouette to 
emerge this season. The theme flows through her 
floor-length cotton evening dresses, printed with 
concentric stripes in various colours highlighted 
with gold; these may be hiked up, tied round the 
breasts, wrapped with string at the hips, or left to 
flow in the wind. A collection for the modern 
goddess, the clothes are an inspired hommage to 
femininity, defined by romantic draping, not 
curve-skimming lycra. 

The men's collection is tough and sexy, the 
knitwear is miraculous; muscular twists and 
ropes of Aran conspire to bare chests, trousers 
have bandy-legged sexiness miraculously cut 
into them and jeans resemble fluffy white fur in 
the distance, but on closer inspection prove to be 
hardcore butch. 

Westwood's fashion philosophy is to be 
supremely confident and occasionally didactic, 
but while her clothes are highly stylized they are 
also versatile, so maintaining eclectic appeal 
They move between low-down, dirty street and 
uptown, snooty designer tastes. Both palates are 
equally discerning and both amply satisfied 

Westwood has worked exceptionally hard for 
every accolade received, particularly on the 
home front; hopefully the Nineties will see her 
gain greater financial recognition for her unique 
originality. @ KIMBOWEN 
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whose Programme 
Is it Anyway? 


Tom Shone on independent TV 
production companies 


The studio audience of Whose Line Is it Anyway? 
has just been asked to provide some laughter 
shots before the show gets underway. "I'm afraid 
Channel 4 auction these shots off,” quips Clive 
Anderson, "so don't be surprised if you switch on 
the TV and see yourself laughing away on 3-2-1 
or something.” A frightening thought, But not 
half as frightening as performing on Whose Line 
Is it Anyway? itself. “Fear drips off the per- 
formers,” says Anderson, “even the good ones. 
Nota lot of people say yes to appearing on it." As 
Tony Slattery, a Whose Line regular, says, “It's a 
baptism of fire, it’s just you out there. You're in 
make-up in the hour or so before, and you 
realize, again and again, that you simply haven't 
got anything to say.” 

Whose Line Is it Anyway? is produced by Hat 
Trick, one of the ever growing number of 
London's independent television production 
companies, and in many ways it is a quintessen- 
tial independent production: TV at its most vis- 
ceral, its most frightening. You have a camera, an 
audience and a performer, making it up as he or 
she goes along, desperately trying to entertain 
"The fact that it can fail is crucial," says its 
producer Dan Patterson, "the fact that they're on 
the spot, living by their wits. People will always 
laugh when theyre tense.” 

It is also an apt summary of the independent 
sector in general. Originally called into existence 
to provide programmes for Channel 4, indepen- 
dents are, for the most part, tiny operations, 
existing only so long as the letterhead on their 
paper says so, operating as one- or two-person 
outfits in cramped offices clustered around the 
Channel 4 offices in Central London, Making it 





television 


up as they go along. First you get an idea, a 
name, then the commission, then finally a pro- 
ducer, cameras, studio and audience. 

But increasingly independents are carving a 
larger slice of the broadcasting cake, providing 
programmes right across the board — for satel- 
lite, BBC and ITV. As Don Patterson says, “Hat 
Trick now supply about half of Channel 4's 
comedy, and they are providing the BBC with 
Harry Enfield and Have I Got News for You. They 
are becoming a huge force in comedy." Hat Trick 
have also just won an Emmy for Enfield's Norbert 
Smith: A Life and are currently producing an 
American version of Whose Line. Heavyweight 
Whose Line regular Mike McShane remembers, 
"When first walked into the office there were 
four binders of future projects. | came back for 
the next show and there were ten, When I came 
back this time there was a whole other case of 
binders. 

Hat Trick's is a common story. Four years ago, 





14 BLITZ 


Considered Opinion 
The months highs and lows 


Most Boring Topic of Conversation The 
Gulf. "What they're not telling you 
т” 

Most Interesting Topic of Conversation 
The Gulf. "Bring around a six-pack and 
we'll watch СММ" 

Self-Satisfied Gits of the Month Jeremy 
Paxman and Angela Rippon. 
Patronizing outrage rarely rings true 
from the cosiness of a studio 

Most Disturbing TV Presenter Ray 
Gosling, presenter of Class by Class. 
Interviews landed gentry and self- 
made millionaires with a Crippenlike 
creepiness, Gives the impression he's 
going to chop them up and dissolve 
them in his bath when filming ends 
Best Films The Grifters, The Nasty 
Girl, Reversal of Fortune, Cyrano de 
Bergerac 

Worst Film Daddy's Dyin’ — Who's Got 
the Will? 

Read My Lips Award Barbara Bush for 
her immaculate impersonation of a 
terrier during the Superbowl half-time 
broadcast to the troops 

Watch My Hips Award Rosemary 
Conley, whose hip and thigh-related 
books fill the top four places of the 
Exercise Books chart. Latest money- 
spinner is Rosemary Conley's 
Metabolism Booster Diet (Arrow, 
£4.99) 

Yesterday's men Gazza, Bart, 
Heseltine. Next month's winners: 
Saddam, Beadle, Vanilla Ice 


two researchers for Channel 4 would sometimes 
pass the time playing a game. It involved dream- 
ing up an ideal TV schedule. Jonathan Ross and 
his producer, Alan Marke, are now heading one 
of the fastest-growing independents, Channel X, 
the Ross chat show commission having more 
than doubled their annual turnover, now around 
£6 million. And with the go- 
ahead for a new series of Vic 
Reeves! Big Night Out in February, 
their parlour game has become a reality, their 
staff of two now a staff of fifty. 

The beginnings, says Marke, were inaus- 
picious. “We had the idea for doing an 





Have a banana: Mike McShane and Sandy Toksvig 
from Whose Line Is И Anyway? 


Pamela Stephenson Award for Apparent 
Permanent Pregnancy Ruby Wax 
Strangest Censorial Decision BBC 
Blacklisting of Berlin's Take My Breath 
Away because of the situation in the 
Gulf. The song was, ironically, the 
theme tune of Top Gun. Life not being 
allowed to imitate art? 
Generic Look for American Pilots Kevin 
Costner 
Generic Look for British Pilots Kevin 
Webster 
Unlikely TV Scenario Tony Slattery 
talking for more then eight seconds 
without mentioning sex. Unconfirmed 
Speech of the Month Dirk Bogarde at 
the Evening Standard Film Awards. 
“People say l'm a recluse. I'm not, I'm 
bloody selective " 
What US Networks pay ex-military 
pundits for TV appearances Up to 
$2,700 a day 
What the BBC Pay £29.80 
Greatest Art Discovery of the 20th 
Century According to Experts The 
discovery of the will of Gian Giacomo 
Caprotti de Oveno, a member of 
Leonardo da Vinci’s household. The 
will reveals that the model for the 
Mona Lisa was Lisa Del Giocondo, 
"La Gioconda. The world's first art 
historian, Vasari, stated as much in 
1540. Four hundred and fifty years of 
sleepless nights, and he was right all 
along 
Conclusive Proof That Airplanes Have 
Parents British commander informing 
press that "we've lost two Tornados. 
J The next of kin have been informed” 
Compiled by Paul Mathur 
American-style TV show," he recounts, "but we 
didn't have a presenter. In the end, Jonathan had 
a go and we had The Last Resort." Marke thinks 
that they could only have been such a success as 


an independent — "The BBC wouldn't have 
given a talk show to a completely untried, un- 
tested commodity" — but he adds, "if the 


Jonathan Ross programme got cancelled we'd 
have serious problems." 

On the good side, both ITV and the BBC are 
committed to commissioning 25 percent of their 
output from independents by 1992, and if the 
independent sector currently provides about 
3,500 hours of programmes a year, by 1992 that 
will be around 5,000. On the down side, the 
closure of BSB has caused some serious prob- 
lems, particularly for their main programme sup- 
plier, Noel Gay; ITV is closing ranks to scrape 
enough money together for the 1992 franchise 
auctions, and Channel 4 has just cut its budget by 
8 percent 

Down in the basement of LWT, The Word has 
moved in for the night and is halfway through its 
live transmission. But something awful has just. 
happened: silence, the worst thing that could 
happen. Terry Christian looks confused, the 
cameras wheel, and silent screams buzz around 
the headsets — "Speak, speak, speak" — but 
nobody does. 

“That's the risk you take with a live show I 
guess," says Charlie Parsons, producer of Net- № 


scEASILY ONE OF THEBESTEIEMS 
YOU"LL SEE ALL YEAR ЭЭ 


JIM MCCLELLAN, THE FACE 


“STYLISH AND STUNNING... ‘MILLER’S CROSSING’ HAS THE 
ENERGY OF A CYCLONE, SWEEPING ITS CHARACTERS INTO 


A WHIRLWIND OF SEX, TREACHERY AND INTRIGUE... 
BRUCE WILLIAMSON, PLAYBOY 
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FROM JOEL COEN AND ETHAN COEN, 
THE CREATORS OF "BLOOD SIMPLE' AND "RAISING ARIZONA" 


MILLER’S 
CROSSING. 
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> work 7, Club X, and now The Word. Why do it? 
"There's an invisible tension if you do a live 
show, invisible in terms of pictures, but in terms 
of atmosphere you can sense it. Although it 


means heavy adrenaline — possibly a heart 
attack for us, for the viewer its much more 
interestin: 





Programmes like The Word live on the tele- 
visual equivalent of death row, their lease of life 
only ever renewed at the last minute. Theirs has 
just been renewed until March 1991. But then 
this is the real advantage of the independents 
Because they live on their feet, they come up 
with the best ideas. The Media Show. the first 
show to devote regular attention to popular 
culture that wasn't presented, as its makers say, 
by "menopausal men going through a mid-life 
crisis", came out of a fairly inexperienced team 
at Wall-to-Wall. "The idea that the BBC would 
have given us the show to do with the experience 
we had is laughable,” says Jane Root, the show's 
co-creator. But аз the editor, Alex Graham, says, 
“I think that it was crucial that The Media Show 
came from an independent.” 

Wall-to-Wall have managed to shed the first 
barrier of being a one-programme company. 
“We are in the process of diversifying,” says 
Root. "The game show Style Trial, the talk show 
Verdict, and our new design show The Thing Is 
presented by Paul Morley; we have plans to do 
more of these sorts of things." 

"As the going gets tough the smaller com 
panies will drop off,” says Fred Hasson, Deputy 
Director of IPPA "and the commissions will go to 
the bigger, more resilient companies.” These are 
likely to include, among others, Wall-to-Wall, 
Mentorn, Initial, Chatsworth, Noel Gay and Hat 
Trick. The latter are undoubtedly the frontrun- 
ners, not least because almost everybody who 
appeared in the Whose Line flagship now has 
their own series — first John Sessions, now Paul 
Merton: The Series, and a Tony Slattery/Mike 
McShane collaboration, S & M. As Don Patterson 
says, “The Comic Strip tapped into a whole load 
of unknown people. Whose Line has done the 
same." 

According to Slattery, "The BBC do tend to 
lead from behind sometimes, Independents, 
through Channel 4 — the nature of the station 
and the sort of people it appeals to — are more 
likely to take risks, You only have to look around 
at the glut of completely smug, banal situation 
comedies on both ITV and BBC." 

The way that Slattery and McShane came up 
with their new series is typical, They got on well 
on Whose Line, so they were chucked in a room 
together and asked to come up with a series 
“Instead of the usual double act supported by an 
army of script writers,” says Slattery, “we got 
together for two weeks in a featureless, dusty old 
rehearsal room with Mike, myself and Dan, a 
video camera and three writers. It was 10 to 5 for 
two weeks of improvising and putting it all down 
on tape — a very exhaustive process. Interesting 
but bloody knackering." The same might be said 
for independent TV. @ 


16 81172 


Sister Souljah 
A new school in American гар 


“Pm in this battle for life," says Public 
Enemy's newest member, a stern political 
activist called Lisa Williamson, aka Sister 
Souljah. Her mission? "To unite African 
people everywhere whether we're in the 
Caribbean, North and South Africa or 
anywhere else. My objective is that we 
build a productive and prosperous 
community." Taking her cue from the pan- 
African teachings of Marcus Garvey in the 
Twenties, Souljah and many of her hip-hop 
peers — the Brand Nubians, Paris, Lakim 
Shabazz, the Poor Righteous Teachers 
and YZ from the Blackwatch Movement — 
mix black nationalism with Nineties hip- 
hop to get their messages across. 

Most of these rappers rename them- 
selves and turn to such religions as the 5 
Percent Nation and the Nation of Islam 
because they feel the names and religious 
instruction they were given in the United 
States are reflective of slavery. "It's as if 
we've been culturally raped," says Derrick 
X of the Brand Nubians. “Неге, our names 
and identities have been changed." 
Finding some national pride and identity 
is just the tip of the iceberg, according to 
Sister Souljah — with death rates up, 
diseases like AIDS running rampant, drug 
addiction rife and crime rates rising every 
day, the black community is in trouble. 
Souljah, who has done her fair share of 
political activism, believes in radical 
measures: "We have to build our own 
businesses, create our own police system 
and government, because integration 








Radical rappers, the Brand Nubians 


hasn't helped us make inroads in any of 
these areas,” she asserts — and many 
other groups preach the same hefty dose 
of separatism. Even interracial 
relationships are frowned upon — it 
makes the white person seem like less of 
a real threat and obscures the focus of a 
black person's true duty, which is to end 
white supremacy. 

Not all activists in hip-hop accept such 
teachings. “I think it’s important for 
blacks to create their own businesses and 
control industries they're involved in,” 
says SOUL Records co-owner Bill 
Stephney, who was instrumental in 
forming Public Enemy. "Butthe truth ofthe 
matter is that we're in a racially mixed 
society. And these barriers are often 
misleading. Look at me, I'm part black, 
part Hispanic from Cuba. How come my 
cousin is considered Hispanic and I'm 
considered black? You can't lump people 
into categories as easily as these so- 
called radicals say you can." 

And the irony is that even the most 
separatist of these rappers are at the 
mercy of the white-owned media that sign 
them and play them. 

"They say they're music 
against working in 

the system but in reality they are working 
іп the system," says Stephney. Or not as 
the case may be: the Brand Nubians, for 
instance, got their video for 'Wake Up" 
pulled from MTV, even though it was 
produced by Yo! MTV Raps host Fab Five 
Freddy, because it portrayed the white 
man as the devil. Somehow it seems 
unlikely that the true black nationalists of 
the Sixties would ever have looked to MTV 
to get their message out. Ф мінісіғох 
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Light My Fire 


Paul Mathur analyses the art of 
persuading people to smoke 


British cigarette advertising is the best in the 
world. Even the most fervent anti-smokers — the 
sort of addled folk who believe that coughing 
loudly in your face is more hygienic than you 
lighting up — will acknowledge that. Indeed 
many of their fears revolve around the fact that 
the ads are clever and insidious enough to ease 
poor, dumb human beings into habits more 
easily started than stopped. There's little truth in 
that; the Daliesque Benson packs, lush swathes 
of purple silk and, toa lesser extent, the new crop 
of red/white Dunhill Sweet Virginia motifs serve 


merely to entertain an already 
ғ а 5 converted audience and to give 
a agency creatives an opportunity to 
pump up their lateral thinking. It's advertising as 
a kind of edgy art, self-conscious, swish and a 
dam sight more aesthetically appealing than 


seeing billboards across the country covered in 
plugs for Texas Homecare. 


Who are these people? 








SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING. Quittung Smoking 
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 
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In America, however, cigarette advertising 
prefers to forgo any notions of subtle beauty in 
favour of an almost didactic style. The classic 
Marlboro Man campaign excepted, the general 
message appears to be: "You know those long 
cylindrical things? They're cigarettes. Put them in 
your mouth. Lightthe end. Good, huh?" Notions. 
of sophistication are confined to subject matter 
rather than the ad itself. The difference between 
British and US ads is that the US ads have 
pictures of people in them. People smoking. 
There's an upfront image of the communal 
nature of the experience, of a perfect world 
where no one bleats about asthma and smoking 
becomes the delicious fillip to social interaction 
that it should ideally be. 

In communicating this message, the ads 
necessarily lose a sense of interior beauty, Sure, 
Marlboro Country looks a pretty neat kind of a 
place, but when you're used to the genre being 
more than an excuse fora still from a travel show, 
American ciggy ads come as something of a 
disappointment. There are some curious 
delights to be found however, particularly in the 
American Benson campaign. The agency bods, 
no doubt spitting nails at not being able to match 
their Brit counterparts, have settled instead for 
microcosmic soaps, the slogan ‘For People Who 


Like To Smoke’ supplemented by a pack shot 
and two photos. The first picture sets the scene, 
the second reveals an occasionally baffling 
denouement. In one a Chanel-clad girl gazes 
lustily at a preppy counterpart before nestling 
down next to him and laughing insanely. In 
another two couples play cards, then one of the 
pairs retires to an unspecified location while 
their friends settle into what looks eerily like 
post-coital bliss. Funnily enough, in both 
examples only one person actually smokes 
Maybe they should change the slogan to ‘For 
One Person Who Likes To Smoke While 
Everyone Else Goes Off and Does Something 
Else Instead’ 

The best of the campaign is a curious affair 
featuring a group of men bunched around what 
appears to be a boardroom table. Are they the 
Benson creatives? Are they stockbrokers? More 
importantly, do any of them know what they are 
actually doing there? Could this perhaps be the 
weekly meeting of People Who Like To Smoke? 
There's certainly little actual communication 
going on. 

Somewhat disturbingly, the slumped chap 
hogs centre stage. One can only guess at the 
level of debauchery he is currently regretting 
Head on table, vest clinging sweatily to his shirt, 


| For people who 
| like to smoke... 
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BENSON &HEDGE 


because quality matters. 


he seems to have extended his lost weekend well 
into the Monday morning meeting. The guy next 
to him appears to have some insight into the 
reason for his sorry state. Is he explaining away 
his buddy's behaviour in terms of sexual 
boasting? Fishing? Or just plain lying? One can 
almost imagine him desperately trying to 
convince Speccy at the head of the table that 
“he's never done this before, but then, well, 1 
guess he's never just found out that he's got 
cancer before!” 

Speccy looks unconvinced. And despite 
physical reassurances that he's one of the People 
Who Like To Smoke, his eyes appear to swivel 
from the slumped fellow to his pal and, most 
scarily of all, to us. Are we to blame? What have 
we done? Is it all our fault? 

There's no support from across the table. Joe 
Schmoe in the jacket is pretending to be on the 
phone, refusing to get involved. Gazing blankly 
at something — a well-stacked secretary? A 
cigarette machine? A man with a gun? — out of 
shot, he's not about to blurt out any explanations. 
It's our problem. We were the ones who said we 
liked to smoke, we can sort it all out, He's got the 
speaking clock on the other end of the line and 
the best pension plan going. We can just butt out. 
Now. 


The saddest figure of all sits hunched in the 
background. Noticeably lacking in the cigarette 
department, he's exercising his digits on picking 
his nose and no doubt preparing himself for the 
moment when someone will come up to him and 
ask for the thousandth time, "Hey, has anyone 
ever told you you look a bit like Nick Lowe?" 
But, in his deliberate distancing he radiates guilt 
He doesn't like to smoke and now look what he's 
done; he's killeda man. What will the neighbours 
say? Will he still be able to hang out with the boys 
and defer offers of a Benson with the tried and 
trusted, "Nope, I've given up"? Will he go to 
hell? 

And with his guilt comes a glorious relief for 
us. Hey, it's not our fault! We're free! We can gang 
up on him and push him out of the window ina 
minute because he's to blame. He doesn't like to 
smoke! He's rubbish! 

The punchline in the smaller photo appears to 
bear us ош, Speccy and the dead man's mate 
(both looking like CIA, FBI or some unspecified 
private investigation team) are laughing 
uncontrollably at the very spot where the guilty 
man was sitting. Did he jump? Was he pushed? 
One thing is for sure, if you don't like to smoke, 
you're not one of us, And don't you ever forget it 
Magnificent. @ 


I Hate Barbara Cartland on women’s lib. — wesec oso ina 
Therefore I Ат Dane Cartiand, 89, is both a friend to the Queen Mother and а 


bestselling romantic writer. This morning she was writing her 
5315! book. Now she is lying on her red bed 


N 
a 
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"What do I hate? I don't talk of my dislikes, darling. | like always 
to look upwards and go forwards. But | suppose the one thing | 
really, really dislike is women's lib, because it's done such 
enormous harm to the morals of this country. It's upset the whole 


structure of society. The great middle class of England used to be 


VINELAND 
terribly moral, very well behaved and everything, they carried the 


sword and the bible. And along comes women's lib and now we've ~ r 
got wife-swapping, we've got revolting games that they play with 11 HE Ме )VEL 
car keys. 

“1 had forty-nine proposals before | was married but no one 
asked to go to bed with me — | would have probably fainted, If a 
man sees a pretty girl, of course he wants to go to bed with her — 
its the way he was built by God. But since the beginning of time, 
women, if they've had any sense, have avoided the reputation of 
being called ‘ast’. That's the way nature works, | didn't invent this. 

“1 dislike crude women's fiction — there's been too much of 
it.You have to remember, most of these authoresses who write 
what publishers call 'Barbara Cartland with pornography', have 
never been kissed, never mind done the dirty things hanging from 
chandeliers that they write about, And now, with AIDS around, 
they're finally saying, 'Barbara was right, we do believe in 
romance’ — Women, you must realize, have always ruled the 
world perfectly from the pillow at home — they shouldn't forget 
that. 

“| don't believe in women's liberation. I'm for romantics, 
husbands, wives and families, and | don't like those who debunk 
such heroes and heroines, just because they haven't had enough 
love in the first place, darling." & 
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JIMMORRISON took drugs, lived wild and wrote strange, dark lyrics 


that haunted a generation. 
His biographer Jerry 
Hopkins hopes Oliver 
Stone’s new film, 

The Doors, won't be all 


“tits and acid"? 


ORS 
RCEPTION 


Patricia Kennealy watched Oliver Stone work with Val Kilmer, the 
actor who was playing Jim Morrison in Stones new movie, The Doors. She was 
struck by the eerie resemblance Kilmer had to the rock singer she had married ina 
witch's ceremony abouta year before he died. One of the characters in the film was 
based on her and was being played by Kathleen Quinlan. In keeping with his 
habit of using real-life characters in small parts, Stone also cast Kennealy in the 
wedding scene to perform the ceremony — thus, her presence on the Hollywood 
set last summer during filming. Things never move quickly on a set and Kennealy 
was bored, so she started making up anagrams using Oliver Stones name. 
Eventually she devised sixty of them. Her favourite was "Lies Not Over". She had 
no idea at the time how prophetic that was. 





So who the hell is Jim Morrison and why does it appear that heis about 
to be elevated from cult figure 
to pop hero? Sainted or 
knighted, so to speak. Is he, 
nearly twenty years after his 
mysterious death (some say 
disappearance), like so many 
other rock stars long gone, 
merely getting another shot at 
the top of the record charts 
with the help of a motion pic- 
ture, in this case from Oliver 
Stone? Or is there more to it, 
and him? 

Who, and what, was this 








ILLUSTRATION GRAHAM RAWLE 


oldest child of a navy admiral, really? Shaman (as Stone insists)? 
Lizard King? Pouty, leather-jeaned fave rave of teeny-bopperdom? 
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Self-destructive, boozing, acid-soaked, pants-dropping clown? Or 
was he a poet and one of the all-time rock ‘п’ roll greats — America's 
Mick Jagger? While he was alive, the epithets and scoffs overwhelmed 
the praise. Now that heis dead, the pendulum is swinging back again. 
The reaction was interesting when Oliver Stone's name was linked 
to the Doors movie project, an idea that had ricocheted around 
Hollywood for more than fifteen years, like one of those scripts that 
are too good or too difficult to make. Stone had just won the director's 
Oscar for Platoon and his rendition of Born on the Fourth of July was 
waiting in the wings of more than 30,000 movie theatres. 
‘Two anti-war movies in a row and now Stone was going todo the Jim > 
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The Lizard King, tracked to its lair {21991 ED CARAEFF 


> Morrison story? Was this the third in a triptych of films about Stone's 
personal Sixties experience? After all, he was a Vietnam vet and once 
upon a time an abuser (and lover) of drugs. Surely he could ‘under- 
stand' Morrison. At first, even the doubters were at least cautiously 
enthusiastic. 

I was one of them. I wrote No One Here Gets Out Alive, the Morrison 
biography that was a Number 1 bestseller when it was published in 
1980. I wasn't a close friend of Morrison's, but as a reporter for Rolling 
Stone living in LA, Linterviewed him several times, spenta week with 
him in Mexico, and drank with him. I knew Jim well enough to realize 
that he was intelligent and complex, and I knew that when it came 
time for his film biography to be made, he needed a sympathetic, 
intelligent writer and director, or at least one with a strong indentifica- 
tion with the period that I believed Jim represented so perfectly. 

Also, it had been, by then, such a long and twisting road. The 
biography was rejected by more than thirty publishers before Warner 
Books took it on the third submission. Similarly, more than twenty 
producers and directors had shown serious interest in making the 
movie — Allan Carr, Irving Azoff, Billy Friedkin, Martin Scorsese, 
Charlie Sheen, Jerry Weintraub, Brian De Palma, Francis Coppola 
(who had been at the UCLA film school a couple of years ahead of 
Morrison), the list goes on and on. By 1988, the movie rights to the 
book were sold three times, the final time to Imagine Films, and the 
actors mentioned to play Morrison included everybody from Timothy 
Bottoms to Richard Gere, from Bono (of U2) to Keanu Reeves, from 
Tom Cruise to John Travolta. At one point, Travolta was so determined 
to play the part that he actually mastered all of Morrison's onstage 
moves, practising to videotapes provided by the surviving Doors, 
who then actually started talking about going on tour with Travolta as 
the vocalist. According to the band’s drummer, John Densmore, the 
idea was dropped because Travolta was too “nice”, while Jim was 
precisely the opposite — in Densmore’s words, “scary” 
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A scene from The Doors: Morrison's stage antics often got the band into trouble 


Morrison was scary, but not like the books and movies of Stephen 
King or Freddie the Slasher and Nightmare on Elm Street. Morrison was 
scary on another, more intellectual level. I remember interviewing 
Keith Carlson, a classmate of Jim's at Florida State University, where 
Jim studied drama before transferring to the UCLA film school. 
Carlson and Morrison were in a play together. "Every night waiting 
for the curtain to go up, | had no idea what he was going to do,” 
Carlson told me. “He was difficult to key on, because he tended to play 
the role very differently all the time. He wasn't keying on me, or on 
dialogue, or on any of the traditional things. He played scenes and 
delivered lines with an inflection that seemed totally unmotivated, at 
least unexpected. There was a constant undercurrent of apprehen- 
sion, a feeling that things were on the brink of lost control.” 

And soit was at the Whisky-a-Go-Go in Los Angeles, at the Fillmore 
Auditorium in San Francisco, at Madison Square Garden in New 
York, whenever and wherever The Doors performed. When, in 1967, 
the other members of the band dragged Morrison out of his motel 
room stoned out of his mind on what he said was 10,000 micrograms 
of LSD, and took him to the Whisky-a-Go-Go for their scheduled 
appearance, where for the first time he performed the oedipal section 
of ‘The End’ on stage — “Father [want to kill you! Mother I want to fuck 
you!” — The Doors lost their job as house band. Not even the other 
members of the band had heard that verse of the song before. 

Over the years, he developed a reputation for trying anything, and 
pushing others to their limits as well. He hung from hotel balconies by 
his hands and danced along narrow parapets at the top of a Los 
Angeles skyscraper, nothing between him and the ground but smog. 
He consumed prodigious quantities of alcohol, and drove his cars like 
а maniac. At the same time, he threw himself off stages into his 
audience, and he introduced long pauses in his songs, sometimes 
pushing the audience two or three minutes before releasing the 
pumped-up pressure with the scream or growl of a wounded animal. 


Watching Jim Morrison in both personal and professional perfor- 
mance was like watching an accident. 


Morrison dressed in leather pants and told Newsweek that 
The Doors were "erotic politicians". “1 am the Lizard King,” he cried 
in one of his songs, "I can do anything!" These were phrases created 
for their promotional value (Morrison later told me). But the media of 
the time ate it up and so did the millions of fans who in the late Sixties 
and early Seventies made them the top-selling band in America. Want 
torelive the Summer of Love (1967)? Play the Beatles’ Sgt Pepperalbum, 
or Surrealistic Pillow by Jefferson Airplane, or The Doors’ first album 
with its seven-minute-long version of ‘Light My Fire’ and ‘The End’, 
the last of which Francis Coppola would use to open and close his film 
Apocalypse Now. 

If the music fitted, and came to represent, the times, so did 
Morrison, He was the only totally honest representative of the 
‘generation gap’ I ever met. Generation gappers were people who 
rejected their parents’ values. Surely they've always been around. In 
the Sixties, they were more numerous, or at least more visible. But I 
met very few who never went home again, and Morrison was one of 
the few. 

He not only denied his parents' ideas and values, he denied their 
existence, insisting that they were dead. During the years of his 
stardom, Morrison saw his brother Andy only a handful of times, and 
never even acknowledged his sister Ann. (At the time, his father was 
the youngest admiral in the 
navy, his aircraft carrier as- 
signed to Vietnam.) Once, 
when his mother tracked him 
down by phone, he refused to 
talk to her, and when she 
showed up in the front row at 
one of his concerts, he sang, 
‘The End’, screaming the oedi- 
pal section only a few horrible 
feet from her face. 

Morrison also rejected ma- 
terialism. Many other rock 
stars of the period gave lip ser- 
vice to living simply and close to the earth, but most bought big cars, 
homes and drug habits as soon as record royalties made it possible. 
Morrison only bought one real piece of property that 1 ever knew 
about, and that was a small cottage for his girlfriend, Pamela Courson. 
He bought a few cars — always American made — but usually he 
walked. The Doors office, the Elektra recording studio, the bars he 
drank in, and the $10-a-night motels he lived in were within a four- 
block radius. All he owned at any given time was enough clothing to 
last a week, four or five cartons of paperback books, and a six-pack of 
beer. 

More than the image, more than the lifestyle, it was Morrisons 
lyrics that cemented the group’s, and his, musical immortality. 
Although two of The Doors’ earliest hits, ‘Light My Fire’ and ‘Love Me 
Two Times’, were written by the guitarist, Robbie Krieger, it was the 
dark lyric drape that Morrison wrapped around the group in the 
albums that fixed The Doors’ more lasting image and reputation, 

He sang of snakes and drowning horses in a time when other 
performers were singing about wearing flowers in your hair and 





getting high with a little help from your friends. He urged his fans to 
push personal boundaries, “to break on through to the other side”. He 
lived on the edge himself, where in true Dionysian and existentialist 
tradition, he “woke up this morning/had myself a beer/for the future 
is uncertain/and the end is always near". He told a generation starved 
of love that "the music is your only friend". He spoke directly to the 
ache of loneliness: “Hello, | love you, won't you tell me your name?" 
And: "When vou're strange, no one remembers your name... people 
are strange when you're а stranger/faces look ugly when you're alone.” 
He captured the impatience of a generation that was frustrated and 
angry about the way things were being run: "We want the world and 
we want it now!” 

And you could dance to the music. 

John Densmore, The Doors' drummer, published his memoirs last 
year (Riders on the Storm), In an afterword telling how he felt about 
Morrison, he remembered a story that appeared in Rolling Stone in 
1981. The coverline read; HE'S HOT, HE'S SEXY, AND HE'S DEAD! The 
article was written by a young woman who was in kindergarten when 
The Doors were at their peak. She said the most important aspect of 
Morrison's continuing popularity was that kids of all ages needed “an 
idol who wasn’t squeaky clean”, What this did, Densmore remarked, 
was give everyone “permission to party. Well done, Dionysus,” he 
said. 


When No One Here Gets Out Alive hit the bestseller lists, a 


Morrison was scary, but not like the books 
and movies of Stephen King or Freddie the 
Slasher and Nightmare on Elm Street. 
Morrison was scary on another, more 
intellectual level 


young Israeli immigrant named Sasha Harari optioned the movie 
rights to the book and brought in Alan Carr, the Broadway and 
Hollywood producer whose latest hit was Grease and who paid the 
$50,000 promised by Harari. With The Doors’ keyboardist, Ray 
Manzarek, I met Carr in the office of Billy Friedkin, who had directed 
The Exorcist and The French Connection. Friedkin said he wanted 
Manzarek and me to write the script and we left the meeting feeling 
good about the prospects; but for a variety of reasons the deal quickly 
collapsed, and Carr asked us to return his money. That was when the 
Rolling Stone story appeared, which brought Carr back with another 
offer, This time it was a year before Carr and his promises disap- 
peared into the Hollywood hills. 

The problem was legal. When Morrison died, in 1971, his will gave 
everything to Pamela Courson, who was described as his common- 
law wife. The surviving Doors prevented her from collecting by filing 
a lawsuit saying Morrison had overdrawn his share of the communal 
bank account; they wanted payment out of the estate. By the time this 
was settled, and Courson was to get $500,000 in cash, plus a quarter of № 





BLITZ 25 


JIMMORRISON 


> all future royalties, she was dead of a heroin overdose. She left no will, 
and when her parents, and Morrison‘ parents, started arm-wrestling 
for the money, that threw it back into the courts for another five years. 
In 1979, Morrison's quarter share, worth millions, was divided evenly 
between both sets of parents. From that day forward, a retired high 
school principal and a retired admiral, two authority figures for 
whom Morrison had no time when he was alive, would control his 
creative library of songs and poetry and share the vast fortune it 
reaped. Fiction writers cannot get away with irony this obvious. 
Meanwhile, Hollywood hovered. John Travolta was interested and 
50 were more than a dozen other familiar names, but in every case the 
Morrisons and the Coursons, custodians of the singer's flame, refused 
to release their grip on the rights to their children's stories and 
likenesses. No one absolutely needed those rights to make a film — 
Morrison, after all, was a public figure — but to proceed without them 
was to risk almost certain legal action. At the same time, The Doors 
were not anxious to give up the rights to their music, which was 
regarded as essential to making a film 
In 1985, Sasha Harari, who had remained close to The Doors, got 
Bill Graham, the concert producer who had presented The Doors in 
San Francisco and New York, to help negotiate with the Coursons and. 
the Morrisons. For the next two years the project was on the shelf at 
Columbia Pictures, alive but not very well. In 1987, there wasa change 
in leadership at the studio and the project was dropped. La Bamba was 
a hit that year and fora while there was а flurry of activity, as Warner 


Who, and what, was this oldest child of a 
navy admiral, really? Shaman (as Stone 
insists)? Lizard King? Self-destructive, 
boozing, acid-soaked, pants-dropping 


clown? 


Bros and United Artists started bidding for the property. But the 
rights went to Imagine Films, a company started by the actor Ron 
Howard following his success directing Cocoon. With the rights to The 
Doors’ story plus the rights to The Doors’ songs, Imagine hired a 
screenwriter. His script was rejected and a second was assigned. 

In 1988, there was a writers’ strike, which lasted for six months. 
There is a tradition in Hollywood called force majeure, ‘an act of god’, 
which only in Hollywood would include a writers’ strike, The idea is 
that all contracts in effect at the start of the strike are extended for the 
length of the strike, in this case for another six months, Imagine's 
contract showed $750,000 due on August 1st. Imagine assumed the 
payment would be extended for six months. The Doors said no. 

It was one of those cavalry-riding-in-at-the-last-minute situations 
and the cavalry in this case was Carolco, the company that Sylvester 
Stallone's Rambo built. Carolco paid the $750,000 and became a 
partner to Imagine, holding the Doors' story and music rights in 
perpetuity. The company began negotiating with me for the rights to 
my research material. A third screenwriter was hired and, in time, his 
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efforts were rejected, too. 

Oliver Stone began talking with Imagine in 1986, signed with the 
company in 1988, and was committed to what was called "The Doors 
Project" in 1989, signing to write and direct. By now, Bill Graham had 
the Morrison estate in the fold. In exchange for an unspecified sum for 
the rights to their son's likeness and story, the Morrisons were 
promised that they would not be mentioned in the film, while the 
contract with the Coursons specified that their daughter would not be 
showninany way connected with Morrison's death, and that the film 
would not be based on No One Here Gets Out Alive, a book they had 
gone on record as describing as a “vile, despicable rip-off”. 

As I write this, I am guessing that the Coursons and the Morrisons 
are now going to like the book a lot more than the movie, which is due 
in British theatres in mid-April. A final cut due in mid-December was 
still being fine-tuned two weeks later, so it is unfair to prejudge the 
film too specifically. However, the bulk of the evidence does not run in 
Stones favour. 





Let me explain. Stone flew me to Hollywood from my home 
in Honolulu in January of 1990, when we had dinner with Val Kilmer. 
Shooting was not to begin fortwo months, but already Kilmer looked 
so much like Morrison I actually thought I was drinking with him, 
and both Kilmer and Stone seemed dedicated to re-creating the most 
accurate rendition of The Doors possible. Stone pumped me for tiny 
details and Kilmer wanted copies of all my taped interviews with 
Morrison, so he could duplicate 
his voice. 

In June I returned to Los An- 
geles to spend a day on the set. 
During that visit, Stone permit- 
ted me to visit the Carolco of- 
fices where 1 read a shooting 
script. 1 liked the script — as а 
script — but was appalled by 
the liberties Stone had taken 
with both character and chro- 
nology. When Stones name was 
first attached to the Morrison 
film project, he was being crit- 
icized for the way he fictionalized Ron Kovic' life story in Born on the 
Fourth of July. Initially Stone denied the charges, but eventually he 
said he told “small lies in order to reveal larger truths”. He went on to 
win the Oscar for Best Director for that film, but his reputation was 
affected nonetheless, as he became something akin to cinema's 
answer to gonzo journalism, where you never let the facts get in the 
way of a good story. It now appeared that, with The Doors Project, 
Stone was doing it again, 

My biggest problem concerned Patricia Kennealy, who had been 
given only the pages of her scene when she arrived on the set to marry 
Val Kilmer to Kathleen Quinlan, who was playing the Kennealy part. 
She was told by Stone that he had her doing things in the script that 
she didn't really do, although he didn't show her those pages. 
Kennealy said, “That's OK so longas it's not something I wouldn't do." 

She came to regret that. A friend who read the script called her and 
told her that she had become three characters merged into one. For 
example, Stone had her involved in a cocaine-induced blood orgy the 
first time she and Morrison met, when in reality they merely shook 
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Oliver Stone (right) gives Val Kilmer a few pointers on Imitating Morrison 


hands, while the orgy came late in Morrison' life and involved a 
different woman. 

In another scene, Kennealy asks Morrison how much his father 
loved him. He holds his fingers an inch apart. Kennealy then asks 
how his mother felt. Morrison holds his finger an inch and a half 
apart. Kennealy says the scene never happened. Stone made it up. 

More important was Stone's major theme: Morrison as shaman, the 
tribe's medicine man or priest. If Morrison's tribe was the Sixties 
generation, Stone figured, surely he was the ecclesiastic. Didn't 
Morrison himself say he had the souls of some Indians leap into his 
skull at age five? Didn't he believe he could diagnose an audience and 
devise a way to “treat” it through manipulation (which he espoused 
when a college student)? Didn't all those psychedelic drugs con- 
sumed during the Sixties point in the same direction; hadn't Morrison 
actually chased Carlos Castenada across the UCLA campus in an 
attempt to trade secrets? Or was the shaman just another of Morrison's 
images, like the Lizard King? 

The script was full of such stuff and because no one’s seen the final 
cut at this writing, it is unfair to criticize. Even so, the odds are 
excellent that no matter how good the film may be, as a film, a certain 
amount of confusion will result. Stone himself implies as much. 

I asked Stone if Kilmer would lip-synch to Morrison's recordings. 
Stone said no, because he thought lip-synching removed the actor 
from the action, so Kilmer would record his own version of The Doors’ 
songs. Later, in an interview, he said that in the final cut Kilmer 
probably would be lip-synching to some of his own vocal tracks, 
while Morrison's voice would be used in background shots. Not 
everyone will be particularly concerned about this, but it demon- 
strates Stones blending of fiction with fact 

Another issue is sex. Jim was no prude. He relished the fleshy 
rewards of rock stardom as much as anyone else. However, in the 
version of the screenplay l saw, someone was reaching into the crotch 
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Morrison never denied his fans a full frontal ©1991 ED CARAEFF 
of his leather pants in nearly one scene out of every six. Meg Ryan, 


who plays Pamela Courson, absolutely refused to perform one of the 
scenes, When asked about Stones ‘vision’ of Morrison, even Val 


* Kilmer said, “It was tits and acid." 


Where was the poet in all of this? The Coursons had a strong hold 
on Morrison's poetry from the time of his death and in 1988 and 1990 
two volumes of the stuff was published, copyrighted in the Coursons’ 
names. They also insisted that hundreds of copies of both books be 
sent by the publisher to various university professors and poetry 
contests, part of a consuming effort to (in the words of one Morrison 
watcher) “win Morrison a Nobel Prize". 

The surviving Doors themselves were split. Ray Manzarek hated 
Stone‘ script and refused to have anything to do with the movie. John 
Densmore said he had mixed feelings about Stone' script, but chose 
to remain inside the Stone camp to exert a force to change it. Robbie 
Krieger went along with the band's producer, Paul Rothchild, who was 
hired by Stone as the film's music coordinator, and approved the 
script. It didn't matter. Before Stone even got involved with the 
project, record royalties and income from other sources (authorized 


“posters, ownership of a documentary film shown on cable TV, etc) 


had been producing more than $500,000 a year apiece. They all 
dabbled in this and that, acting and record producing and starting 
over again with bands, searching for something to take Morrison's 
place, but Morrison was irreplaceable. 

So what is it? Is Jim Morrison the James Dean of the Sixties? Is he a 
rebel with or without a cause? 

Is he a shaman or a Lizard King? 

A friend of mine says No One Here Gets Out Alive is my version of 
Salman Rushdie's Satanic Verses — an evil book, He says, Morrison is 
strange; Morrison is ugly, when he’s alone. Does that have anything to 
do with breaking on through to the other side? Or is it just "permis- 
sion to party”? Ф 
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Caesar's Palace, Las Vegas, 1986 


Jenny Holzer's 
anti-capitalist 
slogans used to unsettle 
passers-by for free; now 

her works sell 





for thousands 
"Artis meant to disturb." 


ees M E 
"Death is the modern issue.” 


Jenny Holzer 


Oh, the rich: they' o smart. 


Targetted by artist and populist 
propagandist Jenny Holzer in slogans 
like PRIVATE PROPERTY CREATED CRIME, 
INHERITANCE MUST BE ABOLISHED and M E 


IT'S NOT GOOD TO LIVE OFF CREDIT, the 
capitalist corporations and collectors, the art elite and art-buying 
banks, respond simply and swiftly: they simply buy the stuff. 

KNOW YOUR ENEMY is one thing, INVEST IN HER is altogether more 
effective: it not only challenges arts ability to disturb or subvert, it 
derides the substance of her work and questions whether Holzer — 
one of art's most féted subversives — has made any genuine impact at 
all. 

“Have І reformed any bankers you mean?” she considers. "It's a 
good question. I doubt it. The first hazard of notoriety is that they just 
think, ‘Oh, maybe I can make some money off this.’ You question if 
you're just helping someone make money who probably has a lot of it 
already.” 

For one as earnest and politically oversensitive as Holzer, this is not 
something to be taken lightly. What's more, her dilemmas are 
mounting. Much like Warhol, Hockney, Gilbert & George, Holzer is 
best known for what is probably her weakest work, the provocative, 
high-impact ‘Truisms’ which made her name —PROTECT МЕ FROM 
WHAT I WANT, MONEY CREATES TASTE, MURDER HAS ITS SEXUAL SIDE. 

Having forged a reputation for displaying her work on T-shirts and 
baseball caps, on electronic signboards in Piccadilly Circus and Times 
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Square, on New York payphones, 
parking meters and the Virgin 
Megastore’ till slips, Holzer's work has 
progressed in such a way that public 
display has become increasingly 
difficult. Notonly has she learnt to excel 

at huge museum installations, but the cost of them has soared into 

hundreds of thousands of dollars. 

You might wonder if she doesn't hanker for the days of 19795 
‘Inflammatory Essays’, displayed anonymously but effectively on 
plain posters scattered around New York (apparently inspired by a 
Manhattan crazy who filled the Times Square area with warnings 
against leprosy); DON'T RELAX. I'LL CUT THE SMILE OFF YOUR FACE. 
raged one essay. THE GAME IS ALMOST OVER SO IT’S TIME YOU 
ACKNOWLEDGE ME. DO YOU WANT TO FALL NOT EVER KNOWING WHO 
TOOK YOU? 

"The work has the most impact anonymously on the street, when 
they're not thinking about whether it's 'art' or not. They confront the 
content. I try to hit the issues which people actually live or die by." 

The point of her work has not changed. "This sounds completely 
pretentious and unrealistic, but, hey, why stop now..." she says witha 
harsh laugh. “To keep everybody from dying horribly. That's the 
stakes to me... You could always be dead in a second, simply through 
good old-fashioned political means." 

Her subjects, by and large, are death (fear of death, nuclear death, 
sexual death, deliberate death); survival; power and control — political > 





JENNYHOLZER 


> and personal. Fear, pain, anger, uncertainty ensue. Anything except 
art: Holzer is, mercifully, uninterested in self-referential cleverness. 
Despite the resonance of her slogans in the LED form she has made her 
own, she dismisses the notion of making statements on “the power of 
modern-day mass communications” or “mass-media consciousness”; 
statements critics read into her work nonetheless. 
“It's only in the art world that it's seen as ‘a comment on’, It’s just a 
good gizmo,” she shrugs, “I like the LEDs’ efficiency and shock value, 
their hypnotic quality.” 





Holzer came to New York via Ohio and Chicago Univ: 
the Rhode Island School of Design and, initially, Gallipolis, Ohio. ral 
mother taught riding and worked in community services, her father 
wasa Ford dealer. She could have gone into the horse business, like her 
sister. 

“Т did some campaigning, in between bouts of nihilism and sloth. 
Now, I'm just a standard leftie-liberal. A Democrat... 1 wanted things 
to not be horrible but would sometimes decide it was stupid to try, 
embarrassing. I didn’t want to be listened to, no, but I had ideas that I 
thought I wanted listened to,” 

She “drew wildly” as a child, 
before becoming “a kind of stripe 
painter", but now she hasn't 
painted for fourteen years. "No 
painting seemed perfect. | wanted 
to be explicit, explicit about big 
issues, the burning issues, about 
right and wrong. Painting striking 
miners didn’t seem right.” 

Her main influence was Dada, 
“the poignantly absurd, which is 
the best kind of absurdity”. She talks of Duchamp and Joseph 
Kossuth billboards giving her "permission" to start the "Truisms', 
which she’d pare down after reading the likes of Lenin, Hitler, Mao, 
Emma Goldman, and “the Utopian social theorists” — “anyone with 
an axe to grind.” 

A series of “new clichés", extreme beliefs and biases, personal fears 
and public prejudices, often openly contradictory, the "Iruisms' (1977 
-1979) were designed above all to provoke. Truth was arbitrary, Each 
statement had equal weight, she said, “in the hope that the series 
would instil some sense of tolerance in the viewer”. 

Initially effective and direct, the ‘Truisms’ have quickly tired. Many 
now look hollow and self-conscious. Deliberately pitched between the 
democratic and the idiosyncratic, the “Truisms' that are true seem 
obvious (A MAN CAN'T KNOW WHAT IT'S LIKE TO BE A MOTHER, A LOT OF 
PROFESSIONALS ARE CRACKPOTS, LACK OF CHARISMA CAN BE FATAL; 
those that aren't seem irrelevant, even corny. 

Without gender or personality, they had a neat Big Brother air to 
them, particularly showing in Times Square or on American sports 
scoreboards, butthe tone of total neutrality and ambiguity meantthat 
ultimately they lacked emotional weight. Too many had the shallow 
shock value or wacky wisdom of a Laurie Anderson or a Douglas 
Adams, Holzer is modest about their public impact, accepting that it 
ranges from mild curiosity to utter indifference, but rarely to outrage, 
and she deflects any suggestion of innovation, praising the likes of 
Sherrie Levine, Cindy Sherman and Barbara Kruger (“comrades”), 
Bruce Nauman’s neons, Keith Haring and graffiti artists like Lee 
Quinones. 

Holzer’ career, her work and probably her life changed when she 
was offered the use of the Spectacolor Board at Times Square in 1982. 
Although the slogans at Times Square were still unidentified and 
unsigned, Holzer's own sense of responsibility had altered; she found 
she only wanted to use truisms with which she agreed. Perhaps she 
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Venice Installation, 1990 


IL DESIDERIG 


DI RIPRODUZIONE E UN 
DESIDERIO DI MORTE 


"Those coffins are the real me. That's about 
as bleak as І can get and still stay alive... If 
you're gonna do it right and you're writing 
about grotesque things, you have to think 
about them" 


had foreseen the limits of art's subversiveness, that art offers only safe 
Subversion, Putting MONEY CREATES TASTE outside Caesar's Palace in 
Las Vegas is a cute irony but not emotionally affecting (to be fair, 
Holzer doesn't claim otherwise). Holzer is notably pragmatic in such 
negotiations and has rarely ruffled any official feathers. 


Although she states unequivocally, “I'm glad the ‘Truisms’ 
are over", she still mines them for new exhibitions and a series of 
‘blips’, for MTV. “That's the the good thing about clichés,” she laughs. 
"They're good for all eternity." 

Television remains the only subversive medium open to her, 
although as she points out, "Nowadays, people expect weird stuff on 
MTV.” For less than $100 she can get FORGET THE DEAD seen during a 
local Laverne & Shirley or during the CBS Morning News across 
Connecticut, New York and Massachusetts. 

As the Eighties unfurled, Holzer was embraced by the art world. Just 
as the shadow of nuclear war and AIDS gave her work a focus and 
emotional substance it had lacked. Unlike Koons or Kruger, Holzer 
finally justified her notoriety. The ‘Survival’, ‘Under a Rock’ and 
"Laments' series had a harder, more personal edge, with less of the 
shallow shock value and smug ambiguity of the Truisms'. 

Expanding her texts, Holzer incorporated the dazzling LEDs into 
granite benches and wide circles of solemn sarcophagi made to exact 
dimensions and engraved with a memorial script for the government. 
The thirteen sarcophagi represented “thirteen dead people — 
children and adults speaking their final thoughts, the most important 
things they have to say. It was imagining yourself dead in thirteen 
different ways. 

“Those coffins are the real me," she says with a terse laugh. "That's 
about as bleak as I can get and still stay alive... The last time I had fun 
writing was at school. If you're gonna do it right and you're writing 
about grotesque things, you have to think about them.” 
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JENNYHOLZER 


b One of the 'Laments' starts: THE NEW DISEASE CAME. I LEARN THAT 
TIME DOES NOT HEAL... | CONSIDER SLEEPING WITH PEOPLE I DO NOT 
LIKE. 

Ecstatic critics described Holzer's installations at the Venice 
Biennale and New York's Guggenheim as like "a mausoleum of the 
future", “a drive-in movie in a cemetery" and “postmodern religious 
art", although Holzer said the analogy between the sacred hush of 
museum and church was unintentional. 

At the brilliant Venice installation, a sizzling, strobing LED room 
nicknamed ‘the microwave’ for its sensory assault, slogans were 
flashed ріп differentcolours, patterns and languages. The room's red 
glow and buzzing LEDs created a fast, funereal atmosphere that made 
the ‘Laments’ strangely moving. The clever contrast between the 
flashing technology and still classicism of the stone, encompassing the 
trivial with the tragic, finished the effect: ‘Laments’ was, finally, art 
that you felt rather than thought 
about. 

ButtheGuggenheiminstallation 
was the LEDs’ true triumph. With 
the sombre benches circled in a 
Stonehenge-like campfire in the 
atrium, viewers looked up ata 530- 
foot electric board, bearing 330 
messages, spiralling up its insides, 
leaving the gallery walls dark and 
empty and the adjoining ramps as 
the viewing space. Contemporanea 
magazine said she “led the viewer almost hypnotically into a state of 
existence somehow distinct from any ordinary level of 
consciousness”. Holzer had finally found equal power in her visual 
architecture and her text. 

“A lot of information doesn't come from the text. It has a lot of 
sensations, I like to have it all,” she smiles wryly. 

Withthe'Laments', Holzer's painstaking ambiguity/neutrality gave 
way to frank despair and almost bitter idealism, a development that 
coincided (or not) with the birth of her daughter Lilly. IF THIS PROCESS 
STARTS 1 WILL KILL THIS BABY/A GOOD WAY. 

“It’s like being 19 again and being desperate to fix things... The bad 
thing is, you add another person to the world, could be one more like 
Attila,” she mutters dourly. 

Her most recent piece, Venice Text, starts: | AM INDIFFERENT TO 
MYSELF/BUT NOT TO MY CHILD... | EXPERIMENT TO SEE IF 1 CAN STAND 
HER PAIN/ CANNOT...” 

It ends, 1 WANT TO ВЕ MORE THAN HER CUSTODIAN AND A FRIEND OF 
THE EXECUTIONER/FUCK MYSELF AND FUCK ALL OF YOU WHO WOULD 
HURT HER 

"I've always shied away from anything identifiably female, because 
people dismiss it as a hormone-mad female. I'm glad I did it once but 
not again.” 

The recent installations have created a fascinating art, like a theme 
park in which 2001’s HAL has been rewritten by Beckett. “Beckett is 
sufficient as a model for at least another twenty years. The precision of 
the language. The big subjects. Plus he's funny, black, sick... all those 
good words.” 

She has tried short stories, but “can’tsustain anything. I get to write 
one day out of twenty. I write maybe one good sentence every three 
months... In the West, the novel seems to have had it. I don’t want to 
write like Burroughs... The 'Laments' aren't poetry, no. They're just 
some stuffon a rock. I'm not interested in poetry, Idon’tusually enjoy 
it. Just a personality defect of mine.” 

Now 40, Holzer talks of returning to the more provocative, less 
personal statements, It'll come and go. I don't want to make a career 
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Venice Installation, 1990 





Her subjects are death (fear of death, 
nuclear death, sexual death, deliberate 
death); survival, power and control — 
political and personal. Fear, pain, anger, 
uncertainty ensue... 


out of bleeding in public.” Her next project could be a war memorialin 
Germany "which seems really to the point". She talks of the 
possibilities of lasers, but remains sceptical about the viability of 
product placement (or pronouncement placement), possibly as a result 
of Dennis Hoppers woeful Backtrack, where Jodie Foster playsa sort of 
Holzeresque artist ("she carries around an electronic sign a lot"). "I'd 
want an AIDS texton a Pepsi can, or ROMANTIC LOVE WASINVENTEDTO 
MANIPULATE WOMEN on a box of chocolates." 

Money s unlikely to prove an issue — especially after Venice and the 
Guggenheim where the costs (estimated at well over $500,000) were 
divided between grants, gallery, artist and private sponsor, One critic, 
however, still likened the ‘Laments’ benches to “pseudo-sepulchers”, 
“chatty garden furniture for rich collectors.” 

In 1988 Art News reported Holzer LEDs (which come, unnecessarily, 
in limited editions of three to six) were selling for $10,000 to $25,000. 
Granite benches for $40,000 and sarcophagi for $50,000 and over. Sales 
were (wisely) frozen well before the Venice Biennale. 

Whenasked, Holzer' gallery, the Barbara Gladstone Gallery in New 
York, declined the opportunity to refute or clarify rumours of the 
exorbitant prices Holzer's work is now fetching — despite the artist's 
populist stance. One leading London gallery described such furtive 
secrecy as "unheard of" and "quite extraordinary". 

Holzer herself demurred to the gallery's decision, but commented 
the prices would be “appalling” were it not for the very inexpensive 
"art" — the T-shirts ($25), the caps ($15) and booklets ($25). 

She says she tries to vet collectors, “to make sure, one, that they like 
it, two, that they understand it, and three, it still travels. It may be 
completely dweeb-like,” she apologizes, “but I care about these 
pieces, I made them.” 

Still, money does not seem to be one of Holzer's major motivations, 
and neither does the political missionary element. “I like the mystical 
trance number a lot more than the proselytizing, the desire to 
convert,” she beams with rare enthusiasm. “Art is a cleaner 
transcendent than religious ecstasy I find... Art does a good job with 
the mystical fix, you can definitely get cross-eyed with art.” @ 





L'HIPPOCAMPE, 63 Frith Street, London W1 (071-734 4545) 

Actress Fiona Shaw visits fashionable restaurants in Central London a lot 
less than she used to. Her lunatic schedule means that time dining out is 
snatched in her North London locale. "Drink hasn't touched my lips for 
weeks — only last night," she jokes as the first bottle of Sancerre arrives. 

Late of the Munster Road, L'Hippocampe opened in the West End with 
great fanfare last May and proved the perfect place fora hugely enjoyable 
lunch. Fiona Shaw talks with a self-effacement, breadth and incisiveness 
not normally associated with her profession. But this is no ordinary actress. 
Critics bend over backwards in search of appropriate hyperbole to 
describe her Elektra, Mme de Volanges in Les Liaisons Dangereuses and 
dual lead in last year's National Theatre production of The Good Person of 
Szechuan. Her film work includes the widely acclaimed My Left Foot and 
Mountains of the Moon, while her current film is the more commercial 
Three Men and a Little Lady — in which she plays a teacher improbably 
obsessed with Tom Selleck. Shaw has just turned down a potential fortune 
to star in an American sitcom in favour of continued diversification on 
stage and screen. "This is fantastic — we won't eat again," she exclaims as 
the à la carte langoustine soup with fish dumplings (£6) and seafood 
sausage with creamed endive in rosemary sauce arrive. 

She outlines her most recent role — the directorial debut of Hanif 
Kureishi, called London Kills Me, “a fantastic project about clothes, now, 
idiom now, all the language of present" — but rails against the dearth of 
good parts for women in general. "The lost opportunities are enormous. 
Generations of actresses come and go, lemminglike, lost, wasted and 
shamefully unused. It's like children who haven't been born. But look at us 
complaining," she laughs, "sitting here having the most gorgeous time." 

The medallions of monkfish with langoustine and parsley butter (£15) 
areserved — delicious and perfectly cooked, we agree. The carrots defeat 
us both, slipping around our plates as she relates an anecdote about an ex- 
RSC colleague turned TV diva, who, when at Stratford, “perpetually 
played the ‘strange shape". For Peter Brook's Antony and Cleopatra, the 
same grotesque proposed that her tortoise audition to play the asp. 

We peruse the set menu du jour (£16) which includes baby squid stuffed 
with fresh crab followed by honey ice cream — the latter we had with a 
marvellous chocolate marquise. “I'm taking a short break from the 
theatre,” Shaw declares, and explains how her interests lie increasingly in 
"dangerous productions that move structure forward in terms of 
narrative and action". The energy and fearsome intelligence which Fiona 
Shaw radiates onstage is present throughout our long lunch. We 
continued to chat long after coffee and petit fours which she described as 
“a joy”. І/Нірросатре owners Pierre and Kathleen Condou have 
conceived an exciting restaurant, Chef Tim Hughes excels. @ 
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FIRST FLOOR, 186 Portobello 
Road, МИ (071-243 0072) 

Not another trendier-than-thou 
Notting Hill hangout for rich kids 
dressed Бу Stussy. Rather а 
genuinely welcoming bar, dining 
room and private room with an 
exciting cooperative feel. First 
Floor is in fact the Colville Rose 
successfully rethought by ех- 
manager of 192 Pete Cross and Glyn 
Baker (son of cinema he-man 
Stanley). 

Although it has been open six 
months, the place is still evolving 
with workmen upstairs, downstairs 
and, literally, in the ladys chamber. 
Thankfully, it looks set to avoid 
sanitization in favour of main- 
taining a relaxed, almost deshabillé 
ambience. The theme on all floors is 
Bacchic and Saturnalian without 
the gothic operatics of the 
neighbouring Market Bar. The 
dining room is cool, painted 
powder blue and mottled cream. 
The stuccoed ceiling, chandelier 
and swagged windows offset the 
relative formality of the white linen 
table settings. 

The menu changes daily, 
although good mussels with lemon 
grass and basil (£5), fried scallops, 
cashew nuts with pousse epinard 
(£5) and roast pheasant with saffron 
risotto (£10) give an idea of the chefs 
range and ambitions. Puddings, 
including an excellent chocolate and 
mintice cream with shortbread, are 
all £2.80 and the Cuban Cocktail of 
mint, rum and crushed ice makes a 
wicked, upmarket slush puppy. @ 





TAMPOPO, 233 Earls Court 
Road, SW5 (071-373 5400) 
Transformed last November from а 
dull pasta house, the interior is now 
an oasis of casual chic in an 
increasingly forlorn Earls Court. 
Video monitors are strategically 
placed so diners can enjoy MTV, 
Татроро (the film) or the kind of 
Japanese cult movie so loved by 
Jonathan Ross. 

The menu is short with the usual 
selection of Japanese pickles, salads 
and noodle soups. Grilled Teriyaki 
fish of the day (£7.50) is the most 
expensive item listed, but feeling 
fragile after the night before I opted 
for the sushi and sashimi for their 
allegedly restorative powers. 

The nigiri and naki sushi (£3.90) 
was fresh and substantial and the 
sashimi with salmon roe (£5.80) 
good. And Tampopo has a well- 
stocked bar; a good selection of 
Japanese beers, liqueurs and fairly 
priced wines are available for those 
too gingerly to sample the 
bewildering array of sakes. 

For those in search of Zen 
through the perfect noodle soup, 
Tampopo is as pleasant and 
inexpensive a place as you're likely 
t least, Ө 
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Martin Margiela won't talk to the press and 
would rather show his clothes in a parking. 
lot than on a catwalk. Yet for all his attempts 
to eschew glitz, Margiela is a star. He estab- 
lished a cult following almost instan- 
taneously after his first show for the 
autumn/winter 1989 season and today he is 
Paris's favourite downhome, funky fashion 
designer. 

Margiela's models don't prance down the 
catwalk at his shows because he believes it's 
better not to put fashion on a pedestal. And 
Margiela and his staff, dressed in lab coats, 
become part of the show, leaving industry 
guests — who are usually standing — 
looking more like a human maze than a 
fashion audience. 

His twice-yearly happenings are also 
notable for their offbeat locations: Paris's 
basement meeting hall and sometime club, 
El Globo, a vacant lot in the seedy 20th 
arrondissement (a choice sharply criticized 
as "exploitative" by one Paris daily), and a 
bombed-out parking garage where the mod- 
els, crew and audience drank red wine out of 
plastic cups at the post-show party — 
shocking by Paris standards. 

Once part of Jean Paul Gaultier's team, the 
fortyish Belgian designer says he won't talk 
to the press because he would rather draw 
attention to the clothes than to himself. 
Whether or not this is a pose, his label, a 
naked white square of fabric, certainly holds 
to his ‘no autographs please’ stance. 

Although his models wear black-eye style 
mascara and falling down hair, and many of 
the clothes look like they've been through 
the destruct cycle of God's washing machine, 
you shouldn't be tempted to call Margiela's 
look "destroy" chic. He is, underneath the 
frayed edges and peeling white-painted 
boots, quite a romantic. Last season, his girls 
walked in a sea of rose petals wearing 
patchoulioil and no lipstick; it was like street- 
wise Botticelli. 

In his hands, a butcher's apron turns into 
a slinky dress with permanent cupboard 
pleats, old tulle ballgowns are recoloured 
and pieced into jackets to wear over T-shirts, 
papier-máché is worked into a bustier as 
delicate as broken eggshells, loose threads 
are left hanging like dangling bits of spider 
web, old denims are patched together for 
new jackets and ancient linings are exposed, 
seams and all, for the slinkiest of dresses. 
Margiela thinks the inside of clothes should 
beas interesting as the outside, which is why 
his style is often inside out. His ideas have 
spawned a host of interpreters — fashion 
students who raid flea markets to style their 
own versions of his dusty chic. 

Margiela is the only designer taking Paris 
by storm at the moment, but while he is 
available there at Galeries Lafayette, Ka- 
shiyma and L'Eclaireur, he has yet to find an 
outlet in England. If his success continues it 

_ will signal the end of luxury, megalomania 
„and designer overkill for the Nineties, @ _ 
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everyday . the СР collec still si 
simple а ме is fleeting but gi ood taste anc 
are everlasting. The most beautiful 's are the simplest, 
but the simplest things are the most difficult to create. Serious 
invention does not mean just giving free rein to the imagina- 
tion, but harnessing it to precise restraints of custom, shape, 
measurement and, on the basis of these, attempting to rede- 
fine materials, details and volumes. 

Massimo Osti, and C.P. Company have been doing this for 
twenty years and now, in New York, their products are 
housed in the Flatiron Building. This store represents the first 
step towards the restoration of the building which, in turn, for 
ninety years has borne witness to the things in which we 
believe. Something which was beautiful yesterday and will be 
beautiful tomorrow. An original form but yet in harmony with 
its use. Something different but which appears familiar. 
From today, our garments will live in the house of an 
i American friend. 













SADDAM'SSECRE 


potential lies a more implacable threat: 
Islamic fundamentalist sympathy for Iraq. 


Even if the West wins the war, the mullahs could ensure that it loses the peace 





"Is the Middle Eastern war the beginning of Armageddon as 
ISLAM | REPORT JONATHAN BOUSFIELD | predicted in the Christian Bible?” asked Cable News Network at the 
start of the hostilities in the Gulf. “Seventy-six percent of Americans 

say no." 

Although it is hard not to be worried about the pessimistic 24 
percent, this was one of the more comforting items of information to 
emerge from CNN's war coverage in January. For the time being, an 
apocalyptic interpretation of the current conflict remains relegated to 
a rear chamber of the Western psyche. 

Nonetheless, there are growing fears that Saddam Hussein's 
“mother of all battles” may form the opening chapter to a still more 
serious global struggle between Christian and Muslim. Most 
significantly, the Gulf crisis has highlighted a worldwide mobilization 
of Muslim consciousness which is likely to complicate Western 
relations with the Middle East for decades to come. 

The responsibility for fanning the flames ot this animosity lies on 
both sides. Regional political leaders vying for leadership of a 
turbulent Middle East have spent the last decade playing on popular 
resentment of the rich West, and also calculating that judicious use of 
words like jihad will send Westerners scurrying for the bunkers. At 
the same time, Western powers have displayed a certain amount of 
arrogance in their dealings with the poverty-stricken Third World, 
and an unwillingness to come to terms with the roots of its 
discontents. The “civilized” West has always measured itself against 
the supposed barbarisms it has had to come up against; now that 
communism is no longer around to play the role of bogeyman, it is 
almost as if we are casting around to find a new source of illiberalism 
against which we can prove our own virtue. 

It's difficult to tell whether the current state of heightened radical > 
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t: rescue workers sift through the rubble after the 


kamikaze attack on the US marine base In October 1983 





> Islamic sentiment is transient or a more long-lasting expression of 
general anti-Westernism, but for the time being the passions 
generated will make the establishment of post-conflict stability in the 
Middle East very problematic indeed. Coming at the end of a decade 
in which Gadaffi-inspired terrorism, internecine conflict in the 
Lebanon, Iranian radicalism and the Rushdie affair all served to 
establish a caricature of Muslim extremism firmly in Western 
demonology, the current crisis can only widen the gulf in 
understanding between Western and Muslim cultures. 


When on August 10th last year Saddam Hussein issued the 
first of many appeals for a holy war against Americans and Israelis, 
few observers took his words all that seriously. It seemed patently 
ludicrous that the leader of an avowedly secular regime — which 
silenced many of its own religious leaders before spending eight years 
waging war on fellow believers in Iran — could lay any serious claim 
to Muslim loyalties. Equally difficult to swallow at the time was the 
idea that the Iraqi presidents grab for Kuwait somehow constituted 
the first step in this heroic struggle. 

In the event, however, Islamic solidarity has proved surprisingly 
strong. Pro-lraqi demonstrations across the Arab world, notably in 
Jordan and North Africa, have shown the strength of anti-Western 
sentiment. Even among members of the anti-Saddam coalition such 
as Egyptand Syria, Iraq's ability to'strike at Israel has been the subject 
of much popular satisfaction. 

More significantly, Saddam's stand against the West has won Iraq 
sympathy among non-Arab Muslims, regardless of ethnic and 
sectarian differences. Iranian public opinion finds its eagerness to be 
rid of erstwhile adversary Saddam Hussein tempered by concern for 
Muslims suffering beneath the allied air bombardment of Iraq. Closer 
to home, the Supreme Council of British Muslims brought together 
200 religious leaders on January 21st to call for an immediate with- 
drawal of all non-Muslim forces from the Gulf. 

The danger is that the reduction of Iraq to rubble, along with 
existing frustration over the Palestinian question, will be taken as an 
affront to all Muslims, generating feelings of wounded dignity which 
will live on in the collective memory long after Saddam Hussein 
himself has been forgotten. For Muslims of all races who share a 
common heritage of colonialism, the spectacle of a US-dominated 
force acting out the role of global policeman, whether sanctified by the 
robes of a UN mandate or not, looks suspiciously like the second 
coming of Western imperialism. 

Saddam's appeal to Muslim loyalties over and above his customary 
pan-Arabism shows the extent to which the language of Middle 
Eastern political life has become infused with religious rhetoric. The 
last decade has seen a resurgence of Islamic militancy in the region 
which has proved increasingly successful in articulating Arab aspir- 
ations. Fundamentalism is in the ascendant, offering the most 
thorough-going critique of the areas existing regimes and the major 
source of inspiration to the young. 

Modern fundamentalism — and the name itself is a Western label 


S39n1v34 XIA 


(Muslims find it a little pejorative) — began as a reaction to 
colonialism and a response to the problem of how to rejuvenate 
societies which had been penetrated by a militarily and economically 
superior West. In the post-colonial era many Middle Eastern 
frustrations were channelled into largely secularist modernizing 
movements — many of which, although often anti-Western in 
character, had their roots in the Western intellectual tradition: hard- 
line socialism in Algeria, Nasserist Pan-Arabism in Egypt, Ba'athist 
National Socialism in Syria and Iraq or centralizing monarchy in Iran. 

The failure of regimes such as these to deal with the fundamental 
problems of the area — a process highlighted by the decline of 
Nasser’s Egypt, the bearer of Arab hopes in the Fifties and Sixties — 
and their all too frequent descent into misgovernment and 
corruption, left Muslim societies still searching for a post-colonial 
identity, In these circumstances the simplicity of fundamentalist 
doctrine — the idea that a revival of Islam in its original purity is the 
only sound basis on which a sense of identity can be built — has 
proved most persuasive. 

According to Dr Zaki, a Middle Eastern expert at the pro-Iranian 
Muslim Institute, "When we speak ofan Islamic resurgence itis in fact 
a misnomer. What's happening is merely a return to the state occupied 
prior to the intrusion of Western powers on these societies. All 
countries that were touched by colonialism should be able to return to 
what they were.” 


Iranian public opinion finds its eagerness to 
be rid of erstwhile adversary Saddam 
Hussein tempered by concern for Muslims 
suffering beneath the allied air 


bombardment of Iraq 


With the continuing Israeli occupation of the West Bank 
acting as its most compelling symbol, the reaction to colonialism 
remains a powerful, emotive force, The borders dividing the Middle 
Eastern Arab states, sketched out by the British and French in the 
wake of the collapse of the Ottoman Empire, have never been 
regarded as legitimate in the eyes of many Arabs, who argue that the 
Middle East was carved up arbitrarily in order to keep Arabs divided 
and frustrate their aspirations. This helps to explain why Saddam's 
disregard for these borders in invading Kuwait found a certain degree 
of popular approval among the Arab masses. 

Economic problems are often seen as yet another aspect of the 
colonial legacy. For a large percentage of the world population the last 


decade has not been one of rising living standards and growing social 
mobility, and the resulting frustrations play a large part in explaining 
the growth of militant Islam, The oil-rich Gulf countries apart, all the 
states in the region face broadly similar problems of economic 
underdevelopment, mounting foreign debts, urban overcrowding, 
soaring birth rates and subservience to a world financial system over 
which they have little real influence, 

The effects of a changing demographic structure help to place 
current discontent in context; 60 percent of the North African 
population, for example, is estimated to be under the age of 21, a 
situation echoed right across the Muslim world. The economies of 
many of these states are scarcely growing at all, never mind fast 
enough to provide all these people with jobs. Periodic bursts of part- 
time employment are the best that many of them can hope for, 

However, the bedrock of fundamentalist support doesn't nec- 
cessarily come from the urban poor. The most vocal expressions of 
anti-Westernism often come from the traditional middle classes of 
traders and merchants whose businesses have suffered as a result of 
mass-produced Western imports, or the arrival of such symbols of 
Western culture as supermarkets and chain stores. They also share a 
niggling resentment towards the new middle class of Westernized 
technocrats, who seem to represent the alien culture which is 
displacing them. Hence their natural alliance with the religious 
classes, who are themselves threatened by the advance of Western- 
inspired secularizing tendencies. 
Most accounts of the Iranian 
revolution identify the bazaar 
merchants and artisans of south 
Tehran as the group forming the 
largest proportion of the vast 
demonstrations of late 1978, which 
finally persuaded the Shah to quit. 

In the early Eighties 
fundamentalist groups, often 
composed of radical students and 
inspired by the example of 
revolutionary Iran, saw armed 
struggle as the way to change 
things, a policy characterized by 
the assassination o! Egypt's President Sadat in 1981. However, this did 
little to alter the status quo, and there was a return to a more moderate 
strategy. Saudi Arabia emerged as the main backer of Muslim political 
groups in the region, hoping to outflank Iranian pretensions to the 
spiritual leadership of resurgent Islam. 

In the long run, Arab-Persian enmity and differences between 
Sunni and Shiah prevented Iranian fundamentalism from becoming 
the global force that many people feared. However Saudi Arabia's 
close ties with the West, thrown into stark relief by the current crisis, 
have rendered the Saudis incapable of striking at the real targets of 
Muslim unrest — Palestine, growing poverty and increasing 
penetration by Western economic interests. Inevitably this has > 
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> damaged their standing as leaders of Muslim opinion. Ironically, the 
militant followers of movements funded by the Saudis now 
demonstrate in support of Saddam. 


In a Middle East full of autocracies, one-party states and 
tribal monarchies, the fundamentalist parties have in recent years 
been at the forefront of calls for democratization. The most dramatic 
indicator of the changing political landscape came in last June's local 
councilelectionsin Algeria, which despite making little impact on the 
front pages of British newspapers, may in the long run prove to have 
as profound an effect on the Muslim world as anything yet 
accomplished by Saddam Hussein. 

In what were arguably the freest elections yet held in an Arab 
country, the Islamic Salvation Front (Front Islamique du Salut, or FIS), 
won a comprehensive victory. The victims of this upsurge in Muslim 
militancy were the National Liberation Front or FLN, whose austere 
morolithic rule had guided Algeria, after eight heroic years of warfare 
with the occupying French, toward a familiar quagmire of 
bureaucratic inefficiency, corruption and economic decline. Urban 
food riots in October 1988 were put down in bloody fashion, sapping 
the divided FLN'S will to rule and forcing President Chadli Benjedid 
toopen the door tentatively to multi-party politics. The aims of FIS are 
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quite simple: full application of the Sharia, or Islamic law, and the 
unification of the world Islamic community. In practical electoral 
terms they appeal to a vast army of urban poor and unemployed 
youth, for whom the moral simplicity and purity implied by a return 
to Islamic values stands in stark contrast to the dead end of Algerian 
socialism. 

Events in Algeria are being anxiously followed in neighbouring 
Tunisia, where the Islamic opposition party Ennahda constitutes the 
major threat to the near-monopoly of the ruling Democratic 
Constitutional Union. EnnahdaS publishing activities have faced 
harrassment, their newspaper Al Fajr being suspended for three 
months last autumn, and over 100 'sympathizers' of the movement 
were charged in December with belonging to an armed group plotting 
to overthrow the state. The government has been gradually retreating, 
from its traditionally pro-Western foreign policy ever since last 
August, in an attempt to retain the confidence of the pro-Iraqi 
populace, while at the same time continuing to paint Ennahda as an 
extremist threat to civil liberties. 

Despite President Mubarak's recent claims that his country has the 
Arab world's most democratic political system, Egypt has a long 
tradition of stage-managing elections. Those of November last year 
were boycotted by liberal constitutionalists and Islamic parties alike. 


SINN VIS xau 


Egypt was the birthplace of the oldest of the modern Islamic 
organizations, the Muslim Brotherhood, which has been 
campaigning against the secularization of society since the Thirties. 
Now the Brotherhood has branches all over the Arab world; with a 
tradition of clandestine activity in states such as Syria and Iraq, The 
Brotherhood is legal in Jordan, where it received twenty seats in the 
elections of November 1989, King Hussein's first tentative steps 
towards democratization; five of their number were brought into the 
cabinet in January 1991 in recognition of the upsurge in religious 


One consequence of eventual allied victory 
in the current conflict may be to give added 
impetus to the process of democratization, 
especially following criticism of the ossified 
political systems we are supposedly 


fighting to defend 


feeling. Even in the occupied territories of the West Bank, frustration 
at continuing deadlock is enabling the Islamic group Hamas to 
challenge the PLO' hitherto unassailable position as the sole 
legitimate voice of Palestinian Arabs, 

This process is by no means confined to the Middle East. A hitherto 
dormant section of world Islam, now emerging gingerly from the 
communist vastness of the Balkans and Soviet Central Asia, is slowly 
re-establishing an identity denied by decades of state-sponsored 
atheism. In the Muslim republics of the Soviet Union, 
democratization has been fitful, and the emergence of specifically 
Islamic political movements has been hampered somewhat by ethnic 
rivalries, 

However, Marie Broxup of the London-based Society for Central 
Asian Studies believes that both the decaying communist authorities 
and upcoming opposition groups are embracing Islam in order to 
capture public trust. “The population is profoundly Islamic,” she 
says, “and everything has to be dressed up in Islamic slogans in order 
to be popular.” It's instructive to note that the liberal model which the 
West would no doubt prefer to see emerging from these democratizing 
societies often has few supporters among the people who actually live 
there, 

Although itis still premature to speak of whole tracts of the Muslim 
world “going fundamentalist”, the forces which oppose radical Islam 
can only divert support away from the fundamentalists by outdoing 
them in anti-Western rhetoric, Dr Rosemary Hollis, an expert on 
Middle Eastern international relations at the Royal United Services 
Institute, thinks that the prestige currently enjoyed by the Muslim 
Brotherhood in Jordan, for example, can be partly explained by the 


fact that they were allowed to organize themselves politically ata time 
when many competing groups were constrained, "Secular politicians 
argue that they would be able to present a reasonable showing in the 
fullness of time. The present crisis has undercut the process in Jordan 
and radicalism has swept the board.” 

One consequence of eventual allied victory in the current conflict 
may be to give added impetus to the process of democratization, 
especially following criticism of the ossified political systems we are 
supposedly fighting to defend. Islamic parties may well be the most 
immediate beneficiaries. The 
dynamics of such a process would 
certainly produce unexpected 
results which would by no means 
be welcome to the Arab regimes 
currently supporting the anti-Iraqi 
coalition. As Dr Hollis points out: 
“There may be a distinction 
between what existing 
governments have in mind and 
what populist parties have in 
mind. It would be impossible for 
Western powers to work with both 
at once.” 

Whatever happens, we will have 
to accept that anti-Western sentiment (whether in its militant Islamic 
form or not) will continue to grow for some time to come. There are, 
arguably, only two ways to diffuse it, One is to try to resolve the 
Palestine question in favour of Islam — a prospect which the general 
increase in Western sympathy for Israel makes increasingly unlikely. 
The other is to appease Third World sentiment by rethinking Western 
attitudes to the global economic order. Judging by the failure of 
Western powers to reach agreement even on the subject of their own 
agricultural subsidies at last December's GATT talks, this may not 
prove any easier. 

The inyasion of Kuwait caught the West in a mood of complacent, 
self-congratulatory triumph following the apparent victory in the 
Cold War. Enthusiastic talk of a new world order initially provided 
President Bush with the moral authority neccessary to weld togethera 
coalition against Saddam Hussein, However, this enthusiasm for a 
much-vaunted new era in international relations was largely a North 
American and European phenomenon, based on the assumption that 
Western culture had won the ideological war with its competitors and 
that all that remained to be done was the global application of its 
principles. The hollow nature of such self-righteousness is axiomatic 
among the Muslims of the Middle East. Even leaving aside the West's 
earlier support of Iraq during the war with Iran, Western criticism of 
Iraqi aggression and Saddam Hussein's growing military arsenal sits 
unfavourably with the relative silence on the continuing occupation of 
Palestine and Israel's development of nuclear weapons. The longer 
Western troops are required to stay in Saudi Arabia, the more 
widespread Middle Eastern misgivings about Western hypocrisy will 
become. @ 
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GALLERY 


An irregular series in which we 


commission celebrated artists to create 
one-off works for BLITZ 


Curated by Andrew Renton and Henry Bond 





Lawrence Weiner 


There can hardly be a more important or prolific figure in the history of 
Conceptual Art than American-born Lawrence Weiner, Now aged 50, his 
current exhibition, ‘Spheres of Influence’ (at London? ICA until March 
3rd), confirms the consistency of his work and the continuing significance 
of his statement in 1967 that: 

1. The artist may construct the piece. 

2. The piece may be fabricated. 

3. The piece need not be built. 

Each being equal and consistent with the intent of the artist the decision 
as to condition rests with the receiver upon the occasion of receivership. 

What was so radical about the implications of this statement was that 
the work of art no longer needed to be object-orientated, and could 
indeed exist in the realms of language. Furthermore, it was the experience 
of the work, the “occasion of receivership” which determined the life and 
meaning of the piece. Weiner's works in the gallery consist of arrange- 
ments of words and terse phrases applied directly to the wall. Imaginary 
landscapes and irreconcilable oppositions are suggested in equal mea- 
sure, Weiner never actually mounts the work himself, but provides the 
gallery with typed (and signed) statements of the words he wants 
included, followed by full instructions as to how they should be displayed. 
His layouts are then applied to the walls by professional sign-writers in the 
precise colours and spatial distributions that he specifies. 

Weiner's work is not confined to the gallery. He has produced a large 
number of books, has set his words to country & western music (as Ned 
Sublet and the Persuasions) and has even made a piece on top of a 
building in Monte Carlo — not for the wealthy inhabitants of the 
principality, but for any UFO which might happen to pass by. 

Weiner' is an art which does not impose upon its receiver, but offers the 
possibility of countless reconstructions by anyone and everyone who 
comes across it. @ 
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splendour of 
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Is this your usual time for rising? 
This is actually considerably later 
than usual. Six-thirty is about 
right for me. I would have a fully 
caffeinated coffee, take me 
greyhounds out, feed the pigeons 
and that. 

Do you get a lot of post? 

I think I probably should get 
more. I find those cards they put 
through the door telling you to 
pick up a parcel from the Post 
Office to be a bit of a chore, mind. 
It's quite effeminately British, this 
early morning look 

It could be classed as that, yes. 
The cuff links are Paul Smith, the 
shoes are Church’s and the 
dressing gown is from Marks & 
Spencer's, I would think it would 
cost about £50, the dressing 
gown 





fiam 
This is very flamboyant, very 
Jason King 

It's made by Mark Powell, the top 
tailor. 
He designs for Jonathan Ross 
doesn't he? 

Oh aye, he's a top cockney tai 
The shirt is by Peter England. 

He wanted it very Sixties, but I 
wanted it more 1790s. The Duke 
of Wellington and William Pitt 
the Younger often spring to my 
mind. 

Is the suit a regular fixture in the 
mornings? 

It's part of a special ritual I have. 
Every morning I walk across the 
heath and buy a haggis. It’s half a 
mile to the butcher's. 

Your gait and garb are slightly out 
of the ordinary. Do you get any 
trouble from people as they see 
you walk by? 

Constantly, mainly from medics. 
Do you sing as you go? 

Generally I sing ‘Three Times a 
Lady’, but at the moment I'm 
spying on a woman I know who 
lives across the way. Asa rule I 
bring my telescope. 

What's she up to at the moment? 
Frying a bit of fish for a fancy 
man. A bit of bass probably. 

















1pm 
Leather trousers must be one of 
the most difficult clothing items 
to get right. What sort are these? 
These are Akito pants. For me 
they're the best. I got them in a 
Honda shop in Lewisham. A good 
pair of leather keks can always 
double up, you see. You could 
wear a casual jacket, jumper or 
sweater with them. The boots are 
from Shelly's, unfortunately. 
Have the badges been collected 
over a long period? 

Fairly. They're all related to bikes 
I've got, which gives it authority. 
You should never wear a badge 
without authority. 

What about this bike then? 

This is a ^65 Norton hybrid, with 
a Dominator frame. I built it 
myself. I have six other bikes 
down the garage. 

Do you know your way round all 
the parts? 

I know the majority of them. 

Test us. 

What's that? 

Oil tank. 





































3pm 

This rig-out would imply that at 
heart you're a well-mannered 
man. 

I always bear in mind that 
politeness costs nothing. 

And yet is priceless. Do you 
generally keep a civil tongue, 
then? 

Yes, constantly. I’m constantly 
over-polite. 

What are the origins of the 
clothes? 

The suit is by the top tailor 
Sidney Charles of Deptford High 
Street, the shirt is by Lewin's, 
which is where most English 
gentlemen go, rather than Hugo 
Boss and people like that, as 
men's magazines reckon. The 
boots are from France but I got 
them from a shop by Raymond's 
Revuebar. The cuff links are 
Dunn's, the gloves are Ally 
Cappellino. 

What about the knitted tie? 

It's a red knitted woollen tie and 
it hasn't got a thing in it. Likely 
it's the British Wool Foundation. 
The glasses boast imported 
American frames. 

Andis this look modelled on 
anyone? 

Oh, I would sincerely hope not. 























































5pm 

This would be deemed power- 
dressing in the office. 

I think it’s basically wearing a 
smart suit. This is another Mark 
Powell one, with a Lewin shirt. 
The tie is by Small Pith and the 
shoes are Grensons. The cuff 
links are French, 

Are you very assertive in the 
office? 

Iam right now because I’m 
kicking up a stink about the lack 
of quality of the offal in the 
haggis. I’m complaining to the 
butcher about the lack of protein 
therein. 

There's quite a selection of books 
here. Do you read them all? 

I've been reading in the paper 
about the bloke in Melbourne 
who sliced bits off his bell-end 
with a razor, but usually I read 
the thesaurus. 

What are your current favourite 
words? 

‘Blighter’ I like, ‘bestowed’ and 
‘largesse’. 

‘Kibosh ' is good. 

That'll be in here. I'd like to 
know what's in this haggis, 
mind. 

Bones and eyebrows probably. 

I reckon it's puppy fat from 
freshly slaughtered puppies. And 
cow's arse fat. It's what Madonna 
has injected. 

Is there a top secret ingredient 
would you think? 

Aye, probably cow’s mott for 
flavour, I would imagine. @ 
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film 


One of the biggest challenges fora film reviewer is to judgea film fairly after 


Bonnie Vaughan 
on the joys and 
horrors of audience 
participation 





AWAKENINGS 
Director Penny Marshall proves she’s better off 
in light comedy with this sentimental, desper- 
ately earnest rendering of Oliver Sacks’ book 
about the treatment of the victims of Parkin- 
sos disease. Robin Willams as celebrated 
neurologist Dr Malcolm Sayer is merely re- 
strained. while Robert De Niro as his key 
patient Leonard seems to be making up for 
having turned down the lead role in Big. BV 


DESPERATE HOURS 
Mickey Rourke, sporting a scary new set of 
ultrsswhite choppers, plays an escaped killer 
who holds a middle-class family hostage in 
this uneven thriller, directed by Michael 
Cimino and co-starring Anthony Hopkins, 
Mimi Rogers and Kelly Lynch, Rourke can be 
деп full credit for making the whole thing 
laughable, BV 


GREEN CARD 
Delightful, delicious romantic comedy by Peter 
Wer ın which Gerard Depardieu (in his 
English-speaking debut) and Andie Mac- 
Dowell marty for convenience and then fallin 
ішуге Yes, ifs as corriy as sounds, but i's 
also completely infectious, not least due to 
Deperdeeus irresistible magnetism, and Mac 
Dowells absolute grace BY 


1 HIRED A CONTRACT KILLER 
Finnish director Aki Kaursmaki's latest offer- 
та stars Jean-Pierre Léaud as a failed suicide 
who, as a last resort, hires a professional hit 
man (Ken Colley) to do the job. He changes his 
mind. however, after meeting and falling in 
love with Margi Clark. and the two find 
themselves on the run. A dark, immensely 
touching and quirky tribute to the B-movie. SF. 


MEET THE APPLEGATES 
Heathers director Michael Lehmann agam 
lampoons Middle America wath this hilarious 
laughfest. A family of giant South American 
cockroaches metamorphose Into an average 
suburban family п order to infiltrate and save 
the rainforest, but end up completely cor- 
Tüpted by their new lifestyle. Ed Begley Jr 
Stockard Channing and Dabney Coleman 
head an excellent cast BV 


TATIE DANIELLE 
When bloody:minded, isolated (and consider: 
ably wealthy) old Auntie Danielle s persuaded 
to sell up her provincial home, hand over the 
money and Ive with her nephew and his 
‘bourgeois family in Pans. all hell breaks loose: 
Her antics include urinating on a chair dunng a 
dinner party, persecuting the dog and finally 
burning the house down. An offbeat, unnerv- 
ing, wonderfully observed black comedy. SF 


ОВА 
Racism and ethnic loyalty among the police 
force, and in society at large, s at the core of 
this Sidney Lumet-directed thriller. FBI man 
Timothy Hutton threatens to expose bent cop 
Nick Моке5 gratuitous murder of a local His- 
panic hood, with the help of fantastically shiny 
kingpin Armand Assante Gritty; violent and 
strangely uncomfortable viewing BY 


ر 





having seen it in its unnatural habitat: the press screening 
room. The Great British Film Reviewer is by nature a 
cautious, reserved creature who seems to economize on 
oral response; God forbid he or she should laugh too 
loudly, jump too noticeably, gasp too audibly, or — horror 
of horrors — clap at the end. Audience participation is ata 
distinct minimum. These reviewers are, after all, profes- 
sionals doing their job, not out to have fun, impress their 
dates, escape into a fantasy world. This, by Jove, is work. 

Alarmingly, such repression is infectious, and can there- 
fore become a kind of predetermined code. In many ways 
its tantamount to the difference between watching a film 
оп video at home — alone or in company, surrounded by 
household distractions — and going out and getting the 
full impact that a big, full-house theatre viewing guaran- 
tees, Of course, the opposite extreme can be just as 
devastating: to be surrounded by people who bring their 
at-home video viewing behaviour to the theatre with them 
— talking and asking questions loudly throughout; carry- 
ing on like its feeding time at the zoo — is my idea of 
movie hell, 

Nevertheless, | was very excited to be in the very 
excitable queue at San Francisco's Regency Theater to see 
Francis Coppola's THE GODFATHER Ш last Boxing Day. 
This, I decided, was one movie that had to be seen with a 
big audience, right at the beginning of its release, when 
expectations were at fever pitch. I was prepared to be 
assaulted by overheard remarks ("Well the Examiner 
called it ‘а noble effort...*"; “I heard it's not as good as the 
first ewo...") as we settled into our seats; I braced myself 
for the palpable ripple of enthusiasm that would greet the 
familiar theme tune and logo, What I wasn't prepared for, 
however, was the predominant reaction among the mem- 














Al Pacino as Don Michael Corleone In The Godfather Ill: “now 
60, haggard, hunched and haunted” 


bers of this particular packed house, Laughter. 

Every move made by Al Pacino as Don Corleone — 
now 60), haggard, hunched and haunted, bristly silver hair 
standing on end like hes permanently connected to a live 
socket — was greeted by chuckles. Every time Talia Shire 
as his domineering sister — now hellbent on vicarious 
power and revenge — opened her mouth to deliver a line, 
guffaws, When Andy Garcia, as Sonny Corleone vol- 
atile, ambitious bastard son Vinnie, adjusts his balls in his 
opening scene, they clutched their sides. When Vinnie 
blows a would-be assassins head off, the whole house 
came down. 

This was bizarre, And, needless to say. it tainted my 
whole perception of the long-awaited final chapter in the 
Godfather trilogy. Punctuated by such open mirth, the 
entire film played as parody. It is fair to say, however, that 
compared with the two previous films, Godfather LI runs 
more like а soap opera, Less an allegory of violent, crime- 
ridden, capitalist America, 115 leitmotif is Corleones 
desire to atone for his sins, proclaiming, “The only wealth 
in the world is children." He wants to make amends with 
his ex-wife Kay (Diane Keaton); he wants what% best for 
his children Anthony (Franc D'Ambrosio) and Mary 
(Sofia Coppola), even if its nor what they want for 
themselves; he wants out of the racket once and for all. But 
sinister subplots — one largely confusing and impenetr- 
able scenario which involves laundering money through 
the Vatican, another in which smalltime hood Joey Zasa 
(played by the excellent Joe Mantegna) tries to muscle in 
on the organization — ensure that Corleone has no choic 
he’s drawn back in with greater force that ever before, and 
as loyalties shift faster than machine-gun fire, his life is 
constantly on the line. 

The Godfather IIT is full of echoes of the earlier films, 
and boasts the stunning visual quality and outstanding 
camerawork so marked in parts Land Il. T here is, howe 
a more urgent sense of déjà vu. The corpse-for-a-corpse 
body count fails to shock as it did in the original, because 
we've seen a hundred vicious, bloody mafia movies since 
then. The chilling scene in Part I in which Michael is 
hailed as the new Don is mirrored in Part HI when 
Michael bestows the title on Vinnie, but comes off like a 
faded carbon copy. And Corleone himself is but a shadow 
of his former, menacing self — it’s difficult to recall how or 
why this seemingly shell-shocked man struck so much 
awe and terror into the lives of both his loved ones and his 
enemies. 

But of course, it was difficult to recall anything while 
surrounded by a bunch of laughing hyenas. It’s impossible 
to say whether this audiences reaction was an isolated 
incident, or whether every showing at this theatre had the 
same result. [heard that they laughed ага New York press 
screening too. 1 also heard that during both the London 
multi-media screening and the Christmas Day showing at 
a theatre in Fort Worth, Texas, the audience sat clenched in 
a reverential hush throughout. Who knows what it all 
means? Maybe it was just the time of year, or the way the 
planets were aligned that day. Or the fact that nowadays, 
everybody thinks they're a damn film critic. 

With her painfully evident lack of acting experience, 
Coppola's daughter Sofia — her face more crooked than 
Liza Minnelli’s, her vowels distinctly California Valley, her 
every move screaming awkward self-consciousness — did 
much to kcep the laughter quotient high at the San 
Francisco Regency Theater. Theres one integral scene 
focusing on her character — in which she memorably 
cries, "Da-a-a-d!" — that, instead of inspiring the tears it 
was so obviously intended to, moved the San Francisco 
audience to cheer instead. By this time, I gave up 
the resistance and joined right in with them. And by Jove, 
how fantastically liberating it was. Look out, Wardour 
Street. @ 
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ads 


This is something you'll want to refer to again and again. No, not thís; this 





Mark Edwards 
keeps it simple 


Terence Higgins Trust: “Much moro 
like the European AiDs-related work” 
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you'll throw away like the callous consumers you are. 
“This” is some fishing part work, and the immortal lines 
are spoken by Tom Pickering. 

Mr Pickering is just a famous angler — or at least à fish 
expert of some sort. However, the way he says the line 
(“This..." — pause — *...is something you'll want to refer 
to again and again") should soon turn him into a cult 
figure. Tom has livened up the part-work season. It always 
comes along early in the year (after Christmas TV airtime 
gets very cheap), and theres always a health one, an 
historical one, a wildlife oneand a sort of vaguely scientific 
one, Buy Number 1, get Number 2 free, send off for our 
free binder. 

But the whole publishing industry knows that the sales 
curve of these things looks, well, dangly and sorrowful 
instead of upward and thrusting, It is also the time of New 
Year's resolutions, and punters will cheerfully buy one, 
two, maybe even three of the fifty-two week series... and 
then stop, which kind of brings a nice irony to Toms 
single line. "This..." — and now we understand the full 
weight of that pause — *...is something you'll want to 
refer to again and again.” He is, after all, holding Issue 1, 
and since you aren't going to buy any others, what else are 
you going to look at again and again? 

Answer: that silly woman dreaming her dreams, saving 
for some of them, and, you know, just plain achieving 


N 





others. You know how it is when some dreams just kinda 
get achieved. Ir’ like when... like when your daughter has 
the freedom to be, Whaddya mean, “Be what?” Not be 
anything; just be. Sheesh. What is it with you? Why do 
you have to be so... so undreamy? Why don't you just let 
yourself go? Just travel with her... all the way to Afifricah. 
And you know how you're getting there? In a plane that's 
going to crash two seconds after the camera s stopped 
rolling. That's how. But why can't you just enjoy it? Why 
can't you just be? 

Because this is very, very lazy advertising, thats why. I 
mean, there's bad advertising; that we all recognize. And 
we all see how it got that way. We can see there was a good 
idea in there, and we can see sort of where it got lost, But 
then there's advertising where there just isn't an idea at all. 
Where thc only idea they actually had was to do an ad. Full 
stop. 

Sometimes, the creators are embarrassed by the fact 
that there isn't an idea there, so they run it by you real 
cheap and fast, and you go, "What was that all about?" 
Alternatively, they think, "OK, so we haven't got an idea. 
Well, if we make it big enough, they might not notice that 
it doesn't exist." And then they run it by you real big, and 
you go, "What the fuck was that all about?" And the 
person next to you on the sofa goes, "Was that a Jewish 


wedding? Why was that a Jewish wedding?" And you go, 
“Ahfricah?" And they go, "Freedom to be" with lots of 
doomy emphasis, and then you both giggle. And it’ all a 
horrible mistake, but at least it's got scale, its got ambi- 
tion, it's got six different types of monochrome. And it is 
so lazy they should be deeply ashamed of the whole thing. 
Yes, even after they win all sorts of awards for the creative 
work. Because they're paid too much to work on autopilot 
like this. 

It's all the more surprising coming from the NATION- 
WIDE, which produces painstakingly written, nicely 
turned, well argued press ads — things with content. But 
the TV commercial that doesn’t say anything is just the 
laziest thing there is. And where some ads are bad, when 
they don't even try, when all the thought that should have 
gone into producing advertising goes into finding loca- 
tions, and getting the lighting right, and making unusual 
casting choices, and turning the words around to make 
them sound deep, when in fact they sound more like 
Doctor Who alienspeak — “Dazzling things dazzle me 
still... simple dreams I dream... I became us... escape is 
impossible... exterminate... exterminate” — it’s simply 
inexcusable. 

After that little bit of irritation, how nice to turn quickly 
to a willy dancing through a garden. If you haven't seen 
the new cinema commercial for the TERENCE HIGGINS 
TRUST, vou won't know what I’m talking about (or, if 
you haven't seen it and you 
do know what I’m talking 
about, that’s your own very 
private concern, and we 
won't pry). In the ad an ani- 
mated willy approaches 
what I suppose we can’t 
avoid referring to as the por- 
tals oflove (you know, the bit 
Prince always used to write 
about), only to be refused 
entry, Later, he returns 
wearing a condom, and, 
well, bit of a result. Fire- 
works... literally. 

Its much more like the 
European AIDS-related 
work that's been around for a 
while than any of the po- 
faced UK stuff. (I don't 
mean it's a rip-off; I mean in attitude.) And its a welcome 
change. My only quibble is that I wish they'd used better 
music, but only because 1 like to think of people walking 
into Our Price and asking if they've got a copy of that cock 
music. 

The animation is a simple idea — and its hard to get 
down to simple. To refer back to Prince for a second, what 
the good advertising idea is, is a groove; it's not actually 
that hard to get one going, its just that then everyone 
comes along and adds too much stuff and kills it. A good 
groove is one idea, and every instrument has the same 
idea, and mere mortals get to it by doing everything and 
then editing back down. The art in advertising is to know 
when to throw all that great stuff out, because even ifit is 
great, it isn't helping the groove. 

Alarmingly, my whole philosophy, sorry, thang about 
ads is virtually summed up in — ofall things — a beer ad 
The latest in a series of fine ads for BECK'S is headlined: 
"In a dazzling flight of imagination (and at no little 
expense), the agency unveil their new slogan." Above it is 
an archive photo from Ghana in 1958, showing a banner 
which reads: BECK'S BEER... IT'S THE BEST, They may 
think they're taking the piss with that headline. But just 
maybe they're clever enough to know they're not; to know 
just what a dazzling flight of imagination that is. Ө 





Who Drinks 


Special Dry? 


Photographers, rather like the 
proverbial goalkeepers, all appear 
to have a streak of madness cours- 
ing beneath their occasionally 
calm exteriors. Andrew Catlin is a 
case in point. Quaffing a Molson 
Special Dry over lunch at his sa- 
lubrious West London flat, he ad- 
mits that he “runs on adrenaline”, 
an adrenaline that has been 
known to make his photographic 
subjects cry, and to land Catlin 
himself in enough scrapes to give 
even а particularly hardy cat cause 
for concern. “I was adding up the 
other day how many of my nine 
lives I've used," he admits, "and | 


think it's about eighteen. It all 
adds to the excitement though. 
As does the Molson Special Dry, 
taking pride of place in an expan- 
sive and highly prized drinks col- 
lection that includes wines from 
all over the world and a bottle of 
rectified alcohol that even carries 
a fire warning. His monthly dinner 
parties are unsurprisingly the talk 
of London, Catlin possesses a rare 
photographic talent, honed in his 
work over the last six years for the 
music press and recently chan- 
nelled into directing pop videos 
for Bryan Adams, Deacon Blue and 
the Cowboy Junkies among 


The new 
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others. The latter was conducted 
under the umbrella of his video 
company Momentum, which has 
several other directors on its 
books and is, this year, moving 
into advertising work. "I'm experi- 
menting with animation,” says 
Catlin, “and working with a guy 
called Craig Morrison. He does all 
these rather weird rubber objects 
under the name Lunatic Latex. 
Chairs with spikes, things like that. 
They're surprisingly comfortable.” 

Asa pop photographer, Catlin is 
never quite sure where he'll be the 
next day, let alone the next week, 
and he's already built up enough 
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premium lager with a special taste 





air miles to travel to the moon and 
back. Nevertheless, he still loves 
his job, admitting that "rock 
photography gives you-a chance 
to do shots that you couldn't do 
for anyone else. | would like to do 
more stuff for myself, but | can't 
see myself giving up taking pic- 
tures of bands just yet." This 
month he's off to Thailand with 
William Orbit to document a far- 
off beachside rave, stopping off 
en route Moscow for “some 
adventures". Whether he'll single- 
handedly destroy any hopes of 
Russian reunification remains to 
Бе seen. Л 





art 


In case you haven't heard, there's a recession on. No one quite knows — 





Andrew Renton on 
'the R word" 


FASHION PHOTOGRAPHY SINCE 1945 
Victoría and Albert Museum, London 
SW? (Feb 13th to April 28th) 

Тїз, surprisingly, the first exhibition to show 
fashion photography purely for its creative 
value, rather than as a marketing tool for 
desgnets. The show spans the last forty-five 
years and includes the work of Man Ray, Irving 
Penn, Helmut Newton, Robert Mapplethorpe 
and Bruce Weber. 


THE ANTI PORTRAIT National Museum of 
Photography, Film and Television, 
Bradford 805 ОТА (Jan 29th to April 30th) 
if you thought portraits were meant always to 
be flattering, think again, The Anti Portrait 
sets out to show that harsh lighting, 
unconventional angles, candid and even 
surreal portraiture can successfully, 
communicate aspects of a sitters personality. 
Includes many works from the pages of вит. 


POP PRINTS Tate Gallery, London SWI 
(March 6th to June 23rd) 

Featuring over 100 British and American Pop. 
prints dating from 1959 and the beginnings of 
the Pop Art movement to the early Eighties: 
the exhibmon includes the work of Dine, 
Warhol, Oldenburg, Hamilton, Hockney and 
Paolozzi 


MAX ERNST Tate Gallery, London SWI 
(Feb 13th to April 2151) 

Major retrospective to celebrate the centenary 
af one of the foremost Surrealist artists: the 
man whom André Breton described as 
possessing "the most magnificently haunted 
brain” Over 200 paintings. drawings, collages 
and sculptures. 


CARL ANDRE, ELLSWORTH KELLY, 
RICHARD LONG Anthony d'Offay Gallery, 
London Wt (March 1st to April 13th) 

Focusing on three artists using the mediums of 
bronze. steel, stone and wood. The new show 
will include two works each from minimalist 
Sculptor Carl André and painter Ellsworth 
Kelly, plus а new Belgium stone sculpture by 
Richard Long. SUSANNAH FRANKEL 
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despite what the economists would have us believe — 
whence, why and how recessions come upon us so 
suddenly. But there are reasons nonetheless. And this time 
— you heard it here — its official, and it will nor be short- 
lived. Art world hacks like myself have been predicting it 
fora couple of years, but following the decline in the stock 
market and the property market, the figures are now 
beginning to show for real. Auction house takings are 
down by as much as 50 percent, and there are stories 
wafting from Cork Street along Bond Street, to ‘New 
Cork Street’ (aka Dering Street), that some galleries aren't 
selling any pieces from one month to the next, Things 
have already reached such a sorry pass that the word 
‘recession’ has become as unmentionable in the art world 
as ‘Macbeth’ in the theatre. People barely whisper, mum- 
bling "the R word’ under their breath. 

So what are the implications of such an economic crisis 
on the way art is made? Surely the artist doesn’t need to 
think about recession? The studio is a sacred place. Well, 
first, it is not justa question of making the art, but also of 
receiving it, The art must be seen, to have an effect. 
Second, after a decade of excess, where the art ended up 





Ison: “most Impressive of all” 


being about that excess, and about the idea of art as a self- 
validating commodity, such manipulations would appear 
a little indelicate in the gallery today. 

As belts tighten, let me predict the rise of that old 
gallery stalwart, the group show. There will be fewer and 
fewer risks taken on one-person shows, unless they are 
absolute dead certs. And we thought it was all so stable. 
But one should pay attention to the small print at the 
bottom right-hand corner of the canvas, just below the 
signature and date: “Remember, the value of investments 
can go down as well as up.” 

Part of the problem lies in overproduction. In the early 
Eighties, demand was fed by à constant supply. (Has 
anyone ever thought that perhaps the dominant stylistic 
mode of the time, a so-called Neo-Expressionism, was 
actually dictated by the need to make a lot of art very 
quickly? No, I don't really believe it either, but somewhere 
therein lies a grain of truth.) And where are they now, 
those graffiti artists, and splash-it-all-over types? They 
used to lie in bank vaults, waiting for the inevitable rise in 
value. Certainly, the occasional error would be made, bur 
that was a calculated risk. And now? They have moved 
from the bank vault in Manhattan toa landfill site in New 
Jersey 

Tfchere was one collector who epitomized the growth of 
collecting in the Eighties, it was Charles Saatchi, who — 
with his wife, and in parallel to the staggering growth of 
his advertising agency — more or less invented a new 
marketplace. (The parallel in their respective declines is no 
accident either.) In the past couple of years, he has come in 


for some stick for the way that he has disposed of parts of 
his collection, Even Julian Schnabel, one of those who 
benefited most from the Saatchi boom, was heard to 
mumble something recently about mail order catalogues 
and selling. 

All this is old news. What I do think has been underesti- 
mated about Saatchi is that he understood the physicality 
of art. He believed in the seduction and the reality of the 
object. (No mean achievement for a man who built a 
billion-dollar business based on ideas, not assets.) Ac- 
cordingly, the latest installation at 98a Boundary Road still 
impresses, whatever recessive tendencies are being felt 
beyond its luminescent walls, First of all, if Saatchi is 
selling, then his inventory of remaining works must still 
be quite amazing, Witness the dozens of CINDY SHER- 
MAN photographs which line the walls (see BLITZ 97) 
From the pathbreaking Untitled Film Stills, begun when 
she was still a student, to the recent reiterations of classical 
painting — а true representation of one of the major new 
figures of American art on display. This was always the 
Saatchi way. The collection, whenever it chose to focus, 











was comprehensive and highly representative of the best 
of thar particular field of activity. 





RICHARD ARTSCHWAGERS sculpture froni the Six- 
ties seemed to come into its own during the Eighties when 
we all talked simulationism over breakfast. (Incidentally, 
who believes Baudrillard these days?) It looks immaculate 
here, bur is fast losing currency: My favourite Artsch- 
wager piece, a more recent confessional stand, sets the 
tone for the rest of the Nineties, with its natural wood set 
against that sleek predominance of Formica. Yet most 
impressive of all in this new installation must be 
RICHARD WILSON 20:30. I've seen it twice before, and 
each time it had to be completely remade according to the 
dimensions of the exhibition space. The new versionis the 
most stunning of them all, A single steel pathway leads the 
viewer into a vast still lake of black sump oil, which rises 
some four fect above the ground and is entirely contoured 
to the planes of the gallery. The darkly reflective surface of 
the oil (it looks so solid) emphasizes the cool geometry of 
the architecture, and provides a metaphorical reflection of 
the gallery, and on the function of the collection itself. We 
shall see... 

Allis not doom and gloom in the world, and there is no 
doubt that makers and purveyors of art can and will 
change to accommodate and understand the times. Per- 
haps there is some good to be gleaned from the wreckage 
— a new infusion of the spiritual in art, perhaps? More 
pessimistically, che dictum by which the art world has 
perpetuated itself for almost a decade has been: "When the 
going gets tough, the tough go shopping.” And now, I 
suppose it's more li "When the going gets tough, the 
tough go into receivership.” & 
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“The authors who live in legend," Mailer once wrote, “offer personalities 





Jon Wilde looks at 
three American heroes 


NORMAN MAILER The Fight (Penguin, 
£5.99) 

The self-styled champ of American letters 
exercises his colossal ego and jockstrap envy 
as he joins the All-Foteman circus in Zaire. an 
went charged like a furious electnc arcuit 
Our Norm soaks up the tension during the 
weeks of preparation, unsuccessfully at- 
tempts to dodge Afis appalling poetry, and 
Mays his nerves up to the moment when 
Foreman plops like a falling lamppost. Fire- 
works of virtuosity 


JOHN HIND The Comic inquisition (Virgin, 
£6.99) 

The estimable madcap Hind pokes around in 
comedy's intestines for the meaning of laugh- 
terand emerges holding his sides, To celebrate 
theart of the chuckle-maker, he hauis the likes. 
ot Cleese, Dodd, Cook, Manning, Fry and 
Sadawitz onto the shnnk's couch and asks 
tons of impertinent auesbons. The slickest, 
sneakiest, slaphapplest book ever written 
about comedy. for sure 


JOHN WATERS Shock Value (ath Estate, 
£939) 

From the opening line ("If someone vomits 
watching опе of my Hims 45 ке getting a 
standing ovation") to the last, this is a glorious 
odyssey through the depraved imagination of 
the hal-mar/half-wastebin Who has fash- 
(опей himself as the Apostle of Bad Taste 
More fun than all s dreary movies together 
These Unexpurgated memoirs make de Sade's 
Justine read Ike the diaries of Mother Teresa 


JOYCE CAROL OATES Because It is Bitter, 
and Because It Is My Heart (Macmillan, 
£13.99) 

Set т upstate New York in the Fifties, the 
atmosphere putrid vath racial tension, Oates 
latest tragedy offers tantalizing possibilities as 
the fates of a young white girl and a young 
black boy converge when they are implicated 
in a violent street murder Promising a dose of 
vintage Oates, the tale mexplicably wanders 
intoa coyly sentimental dead-end. A crushing 
anticlimax after 1989's thrilling American Ap- 
petites (now avallable in Picador paperback) 





RUSSELL LUCAS Evenings At Mongini’s 
(Minerva, £499) 

Setinindie in the Fortes and Fifties and highly 
charged like the sting summer air before a 
storm, these ten stores tell of adultery, sexual 
‘obsession, thwarted passions, soured aspira 
tions and reale farces Lucas has booked а 
place alongside Cheever, Carver and Dubus as 
à master of the modern shart story. Unput- 
downable 


MICHAEL IGNATIEFF Asya (Chatto & 
Windus, £13.99) 

The omnipresent Ignatieff makes his fictional 
debut with a dynastic epic which aims 10 
assimilate the major historical events of the 
century. Despite fleeting moments of en. 
chantment, this slender romance reluses to 
support the weight of Ignatielfs pompous 
ambition. Ultimately. the kind of spunkless 
prose that would send a Booker judge into. 
paroxysms of fake delight. JON WILDE 
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we can comprehend like movie stars. Hemingway and 
Fitzgerald impinge on our psyche with the clarity of 
Bogart or Cagney, We comprehend them at once. 
[Henry] Miller, however, exists in the same relation to 
legend that anti-matter shows to matter. His life is 
antipathetic to the idea of legend itself... his personality is 
never clear. It is too complex and too vigorous, therefore 
too worrisome for us, too out of measure.” 

The same might be said of those other two great literary 
outlaws, Nelson Algren and William Burroughs. [tis as if 
their reputations live in a void, fluctuating madly. Literary 
history has marginalized them, Miller, the merry 
pornographer, author of one of the century's most 
notorious novels in Tropic of Cancer; Algren, the lover of 
Simone de Beauvoir, author of The Man With the Golden 
Arm, turned into a neutered, sentimentalized film vehicle 
for Sinatra; Burroughs, the man who killed his wife witha 
bullet through the head and wrote The Naked Lunch. 

Robert Ferguson's HENRY MILLER; A LIFE 
(Hutchinson, £18.99) is a riveting study of the man who 
once described himself as “confused, negligent, reckless, 
lusty, obscene, boisterous, thoughtful, scrupulous, lying, 
diabolically truthful”, Growing up as а streetwise city boy 
in the Brooklyn ghetto, Miller displayed a contempt for 
convention and responsibility from a tender age. At six, he 
was dragged off to the local police 
station by an older girl who had 
caught him using foul language 
("Fuck off shorty!") in the street, In 
his late teens, he entered an intense 
love affair with a woman old enough 
to be his mother, Later, a miserable 
first marriage. In 1923, aged 32, he 
finally mer his narcissistic equal in 
June Edith Smith, 

Miller emerges as a tangle of 
contradictions. On the one hand, 
supreme egoist, sexual athlete, 
sponger, sensual prophet and bone- 
idle bohemian. On the other, a hard- 
headed and calculating figure with a 
puritan streak who suffered from 
piles throughout his early manhood, 
At the beginning of the Thirties, 
middle-aged, penniless and des- 
perate, he left New York for Europe. 
In the bug-ridden hotel rooms, seedy bars and cheap 
brothels of Paris, he metamorphosed from Miller the 
charming nobody into Miller the literary genius, who 
would write the “fuck you" book that would “detonate in 
the gut of America like а fiery, bacterial bombshell”. With 
Tropic of Cancer, he reinvented the literature of self 
confession, opening with the warning, “This is not a 
book, in the ordinary sense of the word... This is a 
prolonged insult, a gob of spit in the face of Art, a kick in 
the pants to God, Man, Destiny, Time, Love, Beauty, 
what you will." For the last three-and-a-half decades of his 
life, Miller retired to California and, although he made a 
comfortable living, he was marginalized as a writer, 
content to play the part of guru of the new radicalism. His 
best work was still unpublishable and his later fiction 
wrestled with the problem of how to re-create June Smith/ 
Miller on the page. Well into his eighties, he still possessed 
an insatiable appetite for life. 

Where Miller sought out the immoral, the wicked, the 
ugly, the unspeakable and turned it into a metaphor for 
himselfand his times, Nelson Algren spent his life among 
the poor, the dispossessed and the hopeless, the criminal 
and the exploited, and responded with compassion and 
anger. Bettina Drews NELSON ALGREN: A LIFE ON THE 
WILD SIDE (Bloomsbury, £20) is the first biography of the 








WILLIAMS. 
BURROUGHS 





criminally neglected Chicago-born writer, a highly 
sympathetic study of an acutely sensitive populist artist 
who styled himself as the poor man’s Dostoyevsky. 

By his late teens Algren began exploring the poor 
neighbourhoods of his native Chicago, drifting towards 
the Communist movement. At the start of the Great 
Depression he started hitchhiking through the American 
Midwest, looking for work as а newspaperman. Не 
becamea drifter, joining the tens ofthousands of American 
transients wandering the country in search of work, 
recording his experiences in а back-pocket notebook. In 
1935, aged 30, he delivered his debut novel, Somebody in 
Boots, but it would be another twelve years, numerous 
breakdowns and a failed marriage before he delivered his 
first masterpiece, Never Come Morning, followed two years 
later by The Man With the Golden Arm, 

Butalready he was on a downward slope. His love affair 
with de Beauvoir broke down, descending into bitter 
public feuding. Royally shafted by agents, lawyersand yes- 
men, he gave away the film rights to Golden Arm for a 
pittance. By the mid-Fifties, he was generally regarded asa 
man whose time had come and gone. Algren subsequently 
lost himself in gambling, drinking and uncommitted 
affairs. Financially insecure and low in self-esteem, he 
withdrew and began to feed off himself, raking through 
his memories for material to recycle, He turned from 
fiction to journalism and sold largely 
inferior work to glossy American 
magazines. By the time ofhis death in 
1981. the great poet of the Chicago 
slums had just about been written our 
of literary history. 

Ted Morgans LITERARY OUT- 
LAW: THE LIFE AND TIMES OF 
WILLIAM S BURROUGHS (Jonathan 
Саре, £15.99) is a consummate study 
ofa true renegade, nor so much aman 
as an accumulation of irregularities. 
On the surface, reserved, conser- 
vative, inscrutable, even serene, 
Equally, one who possessed "an 
insatiable appetite for the extreme and. 
the sensational, for the morbid, slimy 
and unwholesome”. Burroughs’ life 
has often seemed wilder and more 
implausible than his own inventions. 
By the early Forties, he would finally 
succeed in distancing himself from his educated Midwest 
background and hooking up with fellow misfits, Kerouac 
and Ginsberg, in New York. Over the next fifty years he 
would model himself variously as junky saint, jailbird, 
Beat angel, psychic explorer, roaming exile and multi- 
media artist. Aged 40, still supported by his parents, he had. 
published just one obscure novel, Junky, After shooting his 
wife he settled in Tangier, naturally falling in with the local 
lowlifes, and wrote The Naked Lunch while in the 
agonizing throes of heroin withdrawal. The novel 
launched him to notoriety, if not fame. For much of the last 
thirty years, it might be argued that Burroughs has 
wilfully squandered much of his talent on dubious 
experiments (cur-ups and fold-ins) and much of his energy 
оп assorted mumbo jumbo (orgone boxes, brain-wave 
generators, dream machines, Scientology). However, 
returning to New York in the Seventies, he began to 
produce his best work for decades. 

Algren, Burroughs and Miller were writers who dared 
to live at the deepest level of honesty they could endure. 
"They pushed our noses in the dirt of their experiences and it 
was easier to turn away, If whatis good in their writing is so 
close to what is bad, then that is because, working out of a 
fatal need, they dared to fail. Three American heroes, ripe 
for reappraisal. @ 
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television 


The pre-Christmas BBC screening of Ferris Bueller's Day Off reminded me 


Jonathan 

Bernstein's 

moments of 
weakness 


ROSELYNE ET LES LIONS (Palace) 

A much smaller film than one might have 
expected from French wonderboy director 
Jear-lacques Beineix after the success of Diva 
and Betty Blue. Here, his hero and heroine are 
couple of feisty adolescents who leave home 
o pursue a career in the circus as lion tamers. 
There і litle of the passion or the danger 
of Beinex's former work, but the film 
compensates with considerable charm and an 
endearing lyricism 


THE GUARDIAN (CIC) 

Wooden Jenny Seagrove is perfectly cast tor 
once as a malevolent nature sprite — halt 
woman, half tree. Disguised as a nanny she's 
оп the hunt for babies to sacrifice in modern 
day LA. Director Wiliam Friedkin used to 
make films like The Exorcist and The French 
Connection. Doubtless he now lies awake at 
‘ight wondering where he went wrong, A sily 
but diverting chiller 


HARDWARE (Palace) 

Despite 2 minuscule budget, even by British 
standards, and a plot scavenged trom 3 
hundred other movies. this futunstic sci-fi 
chiller has a distinctve style of its own The 
hardware of the tite s a killer robot which 
terrorizes sculptress Stacey Travis іп her own 
home. The film's strength is its ambitious 
Blade Runner meets Mad Max production. 
design; its greatest weakness, the generally 
cheesy acting, Travis excepted. 


MUSIC BOX (Guild) 

Veteran political filmmaker Costa-Gavras 
turns his attentions to Nazi-hunting in 
contemporary America. Jessica Lange turns in 
a powerful performance as 3 lawyer who 
chooses to defend her Hungarian-born father. 
when he is accused — wrongly she believes — 
of war crimes, A disturbing reminder that you. 
can never know people as well as you think 
you do. 


DAYS OF THUNDER (0С) 

Proof perfect of all that’s wrong with 
Hollywood these days. Tom Cruises most 
recent excursion — in which he plays a 
California brat who, against all the odds, 
‘becomes America’s greatest stock car racer — 
looks ike nothing more than a two-hour 
commercial, for Pepsi, perhaps, or Wrigley 
‘Spearmint Gum. Cliché piles upon cliché, and 
the resulting trifle has all the substance of a 
souffié TOM ELIOT 
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of John Hughes’ consistency in booby-trapping his films 
with Moments of Weakness. The avarice, callousness and 
gagRow grind to a halt to be replaced by a life lesson, 
Bueller's being the jarring and interminable sequence in 
which Ferriss constipated friend achieves self-respect 
through demolishing his dad’s Ferrari. 

The current series BEVERLY HILLS 90210 centres 
around the offspring of a Minneapolis white-collar nu- 
clear family transplanted to the warmth and weirdness of 
the West Coast. Enrolled in the social war zone of West 
Beverly Hills High, where the brats claim Beamers as 
birthrights, they're confronted by a road-tested array of 
cardboard cut-outs: Platinum Amex princesses, dumb 
jocks with two-fisted IQs, short horny dorks, driven 
loners and alienated outsiders, 

The series is an endless spin-cycle of tried and tested 
Hughes plotlines, but jettisoning the tribal codes and 
biological gross-outs in favour of moist Moments of 
Weakness, Although constant allusions are made to che 
cruelty and vacuity of the rich kids, the new recruits’ 
integration seems relatively painless. Daughter Brenda is 
immediately accepted into the inner sanctum of Kelly 
(Jennie Gorth), a vision of blonde superiority with a 
deviated septum corrected into a nothing-nose. Son 
Brandon barely has time to unball his socks before he’s 
sipping margaritas in the hot, 
tub with a neurotic nymph 
who admires his indi- 
viduality. 

The show soft-pedals in- 
school sadism, reserving its 
content for the lowest men 
on the totem. Parents. If 
there's a reason to rejoice at 
the decline of the big screen 
teenpic, it’s that you no 
longer have to endure the 
degradation of some thir- 
tyish actor humbled by ado- 
lescent moral superiority. 
The adults on BH90210 take 
it on the chin every time. 
They're decadent, they're 
dead, they're rich and re- 
mote, they're poor and em- 
barrassing, they don't care, 
they care too much. Brenda 
and Brandon’ folk are par- 
ticularly abused, languishing 
in the background, their di- 
alogue limited to “Where are 
you going?”, "What time will you be back?", "I was 
wrong" and “I love you”. 

Produced by Propaganda Films (who make Twin Peaks) 
and featuring a Heather (Shannen Doherty) as leading 
lady, the series leads you to hope for teeth that are as sharp 
as they are perfect. It doesn't quite deliver, but! think there 
will be an audience satisfied with the show’ slot. It's rare 
that the GB Public, who will convey instant benediction 
on anything bearing a Melbourne postmark, rally round 
an American import. When they do, it tends to be heavily 
youth-orientated (so we can exercise that disapproving 
how-unlike-our-own-drab-lives fascination). During the 
last decade, the TV version of Fame won the hearts and 
minds of stage-struck adolescent girls to the extent that, 
when the series sank back home, injections of UK 
funding refloated it fora final couple of seasons. The same 
is about to happen with Baywatch. 

The sunshine, the selfishness — all thrilling from a 
distance, less so when it turns up on your doorstep. But 
that's not the only reason why the British adaptation of 








Beveriay Hills 90210: "а road-tostnd array 
of cardboard cut-outs" 





REMOTE CONTROL, the MTV couch-potato, its-not- 
a-ganie-show game show, doesn't work. The blueprint 
programme was just the best thing. The ranks of the 
contestants were made up of hog-calling frat house Blutos 
and chalk-pallored no-lifers convinced they were lost 
members of The Brady Bunch. Their importance to the 
show quickly dwindled as a loose-limbed aggregate of 
jivey Jewish gag-writers pumped up schtick for host Ken 
Ober (a man so nebbishy that Madonna recoiled in horror 
when he tried to kiss her at an MTV awards show) and 
bemused Bronx bruiser Colin Quinn. When British 
youth act like goons, you think: students. Out in front, 
two of the best men in the country are at their worst. 
Anthony Н Wilson Jr, Ed D is a man with a big heart and 
deep pockets, erudite, avuncular and emotional. Give him 
an autocue and he rules the noise. Give him an audience, 
contestants and co-presenters and he turns sour. He's too 
fast, too edgy, too nervous, his audible remarks seem to be 
in-jokes for the kinfolk. His right-hand man, Phil Corn- 
well, in the guise of Gilbert the Mucus or in his awesome 
Steve Wright cameos, is the God of Funny. Naked to the 
world, however, his penis retracts, Г hate it when that 
happens. Imagine how much worse it must feel in front of 
those students. The gags are lame, the audience is phoney 
and the presenters are traumatized. Kudos to go-ahead 
Granada for taking the initiative, and let me be the first to 
point them in the direction 
of Fangoria magazines up- 
coming splatter game show, 
Gore Zone. 

Its finally time to ring 
down the curtain on Terry 
Wogan. He's got no dignity 
left to lose, but let him crawl 
off and lick his wounds now 
that he's been terminated by 
the Tonight Show, I'm not 
referring to TONIGHT WITH 
JONATHAN ROSS. The tab- 
loids briefly tried to instigate 
а chat war but Jon's just as 
much a casualty as Terry in 
this instance, tripped up by 
the misapprehension that an 
early-evening talk show 
could have any claim on our 
custom. Ross is Teflon Man 
— nothing sticks, no highs 
and no lows, He'll be alright. 
But Wogan? Time was he 
complained about the BBC 
keeping him on the leash. He 
wanted a five-nights-a-week slot. Now the only thing he 
looks forward to is a decent showing at the wake. His 
colouring’ bad, his postures poor, the rug isn't nailed 
down tight and his attention wanders. His nemesis — DES 
O'CONNOR TONIGHT. The great thing about Des is that 
he doesn't have a shred of talent and he knows it! His 
astonishment and gratitude about having got away with it 
for so long are whats made him King of the Soft 
Interview. When a guest trots out a PR-honed interview, 
Wogan looks ready to keel over. Des hangs on every word, 
happy that he's not on Income Support and in awe of 
anyone with any talent. Hes pleased to play feed to even 
the most calamitous club comic. Paramedics are on per- 
manent alert in case Freddie Starr shows up. When Des 
dies, he'll go like Tommy Cooper — in front of the 
cameras and a cheery crowd. Russ Abbott will come on in 
costume: Des'll crease, he'll gasp, his eyes will pour, he'll 
slump down on the couch and expire with a smile on his 
face as the laughter fades away into the distance, When 
Wogan goes... sorry, too late.., Ф 





INTERNATIONAL HOSTAGE 


RELEASE 





The double LP, CD and Cassette 
for the hostages in the Lebanon 


EVERYBODY’S GOT TO LEARN SOMETIME 
Featuring: Dire Straits, Tina Turner, Simple Minds, 
Talk Talk, Peter Gabriel with Kate Bush, Chris Rea, 
Clannad, All About Eve and many more. 
LP: WKFM LP 155 CD: WKFM XD 155 Cassette: WKFM MC 155 


RECORDS 


music 


In the Seventies, music journalists wanted to be in rock bands (Nick Kent 
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Andy Darling on 
the music journalist as 
Mr Big 





TONGUE MAN Joys of à Meatmaster 
(Drunken Swan) 

Uncompromising stuff Tongue Man give back 
a bit af welcome grime to the gay experience, 
constructing iterate, venomous rants with а 
power that Mark E Smith would give his 
eyeteeth far. Out way past Marc Almond (their 
nearest signpost), they are the soundtrack Joe 
Orton would have always wanted and should 
there ever be a scratch sniff version, axle 
grease and semen wil no doubt be much in 
evidence, Gloricusly dirty. 


THROWING MUSES The Real Ramona 
бао) 

One day Throwing Muses will make a bad 
record. Judging by this one, it will be some- 
time in the middle of next century, Kristin 
Hersh’s gentle hysteria never tails to move and. 
‘anya Donellys guitar slashes will no doubt 
arn her sainthood before long, "Him Dan- 
‘Ging’ and Say Goodbye are the best tracks on 
an exemplary record. 





FLUKE The Techno Rose of Blighty 
(Creation) 

The smartest of Britain's dancefloor terrorists, 
Fluke make jittery, visceral techno, sampling 
everything from Love Unlimited to Joni 
Mitchell. Joni’, their bootleg dance smash 
from last year, utilizes the latter and remains 
the album's best cut, although ‘Philly’ and 
‘Glorious run it close. 


KATHY MATTEA Untold Stories 
(Mercury) 

Perhaps 1991 will be the year that people 
finaly acknowledge country music to be more 
than mere novelty. Mattea is one of its finest 
exponents. possessing the grace of Nanci 
Griffith (whose ‘Loveat the Five and Dime she 
tackles here with some aplomb) and the en- 
during qualities that got her voted Female 
Vocalist of the Year by the Country Music 
Association. Sentimental, clichéd and ald- 
fashioned she may be, but the genre's best 
usually is. Listen and weep, 


ULTRA NATE Blue Notes in the Basement 
(Eternal) 

Housey soul that bolsters Nate's just above 
average vocal exercising to likely commercial 
success. Recently the Blue Pearlinnocence/ 
Definition of Sound path has been rather too. 
‘regulary travelled, but if theres space for one 
more. i's likely 10 be Ultra Nate. ‘Love Hung- 
over’ and "В К Love stand out end also 
demonstrate the record's lyrical obsession 
There just amt no toom for hate anymore: 
alas @ PAUL MATHUR 
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and the Sex Pistols, Charles Shaar Murray in Blast Furnace 
& the Heatwaves) In the Eighties, management and 
entrepreneurialism were the order of the day (Paul Morley 
with the ZTT label, Dave McCullough with Blanco y 
Negro). Andin the Nineties, they wantto be drug dealers. 
My Christmas and New Year were peppered with worth- 
less encounters with middle-class pop scriveners aged 
somewhere between their late twenties and late thirties, 
who were evangelically convinced that they'd stumbled 
onto the greatest thing ever. They'd been hanging out 
with the wide boys who comprise part of the audience and 
entourage of the likes of the Happy Mondays, The 
Charlatans, Flowered Up, EMF er al — all fine bands, Т 
hasten to add. They knew, through various labyrinthine 
connections — and again this has nothing to do directly 
with the bands — the top boys in the drug-dealing circles 
of the capital city. Like doe-eyed puppies — like cretins 
actually, let's not nance about — they stood near where the 
top boys might walk, hoping for a nod of acknowledg- 
ment, à flicker of recognition, anything. 

The wide boy has, of course, always appealed to (and 
thus easily exploited) the middle-class male who's never 
quite had the guts to be Bad. The current wide boy 
portfolio of football, loud music, youth and drugs is a 
surefire winner. Hence, the dawn of the music journo Mr 
Big is nigh 

And so to THE FARM, a prime magnet. Liverpool, the 
working class, football, it's all here. Spartacus (Produce) is 
a good LP although not quite as significant as last years 
singles ‘Groovy Train’ and ‘All Together Now’ augured. 
The structures of those songs 
were mightily impressive. 
Both took an age to build to 
their chorus hooks, but once 
the anthemic phrasing began 
it was as if, like various viral 
forms, they had existed for 
millennia, just waiting for 
the correct conditions to lib- 
erate them. 

One of the problems with 
the rest of Spartacus is Peter 
Hooton's voice, The man 
cannot sing, which in pop 
terms generally doesn't mat- 
ter a fig and is often a prere- 
quisite. Unfortunately, he 
does it in the wrong key, thus 
straining rather unbecomingly for the top notes. His 
secular humanist lyrics are somewhat slight when one 
considers the pedigree of the band’s management (Suggs 
from Madness and Kevin Sampson, a writer who penned 
а masterpiece on masturbation in the recent issue of Bays" 
Own). And maybe the post-Funky Drummer beats are 
used too liberally, their cumbersome geometry precluding 
any subtlety. 

Like David Essex, Billy Idol and Tom Jones, Boy 
George is an entertainer whom millions will watch 
eagerly on а TV chat show but few will follow the 
experience by purchasing his work. The Martyr Mantras 
(Virgin) by George's current project JESUS LOVES YOU 
isn’t bad by any means, Certainly his voice grates still, 
sounding like a ‘black soul’ impersonation, much as the 
lead singer of UB40$ amounts to an ersatz Jamaican 
reggae delivery. On ‘Loves Gonna Let You Down’, 
however, he’s right up there in the mix, raw and grating. 
The mixes elsewhere, particularly by Paul Oakenfold, are 
admirably Базу and spacious. 

The pièce de théâtre is ‘Bow Down Mister’, the chorus of 
which runs “Bow down mister, Hare Rama Hare 
Krishna”, There’s a Krishna Temple singer sounding not 


"a cracker of an LP" 





unlike Ofra Haza, and an impressively ‘Lord of the Dance" 
style acoustic guitar. But why isn't there a radical remix 
utilizing all the studio jiggery-pokery chat we get on every 
other track? Is the acoustic instrument indeed, as legions 
of bearded, kagouled fools have claimed for decades, the 
most worthy for ‘real expression’? The aim of the Hare 
Krishna movement is to become one with the atman, or 
the eternal spirit, and for this state to be reached the ego 
has to be defeated; is this tough, twenty-four hours a day 
quest best undertaken with a catgut and wood instru- 
ment? If this is the case, then how deeply is Boy George 
into the religion, given that only one track is presented in 
such a way? Religion and pop stars: whats going on 
exactly? Are Hazel O'Connor and Poly Styrene well? 

Freddie Mercury, I was once told, refused to do TV chat 
shows on account of his protruding teeth, and Brian May 
used to purchase an extra airline ticket so his guitar could 
have the seat next to him. Many folk would love for this to 
be the truth; anything that belittles QUEEN is meat to 
them. But never forget that Grandmaster Flash (on "Tbe 
Adventures of Grandmaster Flash & the Wheels of Steel’), 
Laibach (‘One Vision’) and, c'mon people, Vanilla Ice (on 
‘Ice Ice Baby’) took them seriously enough to sample or 
cover their work. Innuendo (Parlophone) is a cracker of an 
LP the title track single distilling every sweeping, gran- 
diose rock gesture Jim Steinman and Rush mustered up 
over the course of lifetimes’ works, There are orchestral 
meanderings, brooding strings, flamenco guitars, prog 
rock workouts, those marvellous phased harmonies, 
plaintive acoustic sections, the lot. 

Queen manage to be camp (their press officer refers to it 
as “OTT"), and yet emotive 
at the same time. Think of 'I 
Want To Break Free’, the one 
with the video where Fred- 
die donned pinnie and 
curlers, Innuendo continues 
the equation, particularly 
with the motorbike anthem 
"Ride the Wild Wind’, which 
conjures up a soundscape 
grander than The Cult or 
Billy Idol could manage, 
"Ride the wild wind!" 
booms Freddie, to which the 
boys in the band add "Don't 
sit on the fence!" Sometimes 
1 almost like Queen as much 
as | like the Pet Shop Boys. 

Truth be told, as the year turned I suddenly seemed to 
be whisked back to some point between 1979 and 1981. 
First I met the guitarist from mod revival band THE 
CHORDS. He works in a south London garage and is 
getting à band together. Not a garage band, mind, he 
said... Then, one night in a New Cross pub, a bunch of 
mohicanned fellows entered and partook of a swift snake- 
bite before heading over the road to a hall where THE 
SUBHUMANS, prime 1980 punk rockers, were having a 
reunion gig. Then Breaking Glass was on TV, the movie 
with Hazel O'Connor copping off with Phil Daniels and 
shouting at The Man, Three occurrences weren't enough. 
А new TOYAH LP arrived in the morning post and, in 
keeping with the spirit of 1980, I didn't listen to it. Finally, 
while walking down Oxford Street I heard a familiar 
voice emanating from one of the unofficial shops that have 
sprung up of late, the ones where hawker types break into 
closed down premises and vend their wares, upsetting all 
the locals in the process. “Flannels! Flannels! Flannels at a 
pound!” shouted the man. It was Duffo, the Australian 
pop singer who never quite made it in the New Romantic 
flush. “Its better than them selling drugs, any road" 
commented an old lady passing. @ 
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rap république 








In France, even rap 


artists are sponsored by the state. Julie 
Street explains how French rappers are 
struggling to preserve their own voice 


an you imagine Geoffrey 
Howe getting on down at a rap. 
concert, or John Peel as a right- 
on right honourable MP? If 
they were French you could. 
This side of the channel they 
do things their way and the 
links between rap, politics and rock ‘n’ roll are 
very strange indeed. Take for example the 
government-sponsored concert at the Elysées 
Montmartre. 

It was an atmospheric opening gambit: the 
mixing decks loomed, unmanned, bathed in 
eerie blue neon at the back of a stark black 
stage, powering out the theme from the Old 
Spice advert. The B-boy crowd, bemused by 
such avant-garde tactics, expressed their dis- 
comfort in uneasy wolf-whistles until the theme 
reached its stirring surf crescendo and pumped 
straight into the powerhouse bassbeats of Public 
Enemy. "You're muzzerfooking right!” bawled 
Kool Shen as he leapt on stage with fellow 
rapper Joey Starr and their adolescent 
entourage. 

Straight outta St Denis, an impoverished sub- 
urb north of Paris, stormed Supreme NTM, the 
arrogant bad boys of French rap. Supreme МТМ 
spout a line in obscene slang and general vul- 
garity that would make even 2 Live Crew blanch. 





During their first number, 'C'est Clair’, Kool 
Shen raps on about how he fucked the prover- 
bial mother forwards, backwards and sideways, 
proclaiming himself the "inventeur de la 
sodomie verbale". Doubtful, but it's this kind of 
declaration which got NTM signed to Epic, who 
are more interested in Shen's gratuitous 
provocation than in his Oedipal hang-ups. 

Epic's release of NTM's slick black-and-white 
video, directed by Stephane Sednaoui, came 
just after last summer's student riots where 
Parisian schoolkids took to the streets to protest 
about substandard conditions in local lycées, in 
a last-ditch attempt to stop their parents 
eulogizing about 1968. Epic realized the time 
was ripe to market France's first rebels with a 
cause. Until recently Epic had been coy about 
what NTM stood for, letting it be putabout that it 
meant “The North Transmits the Message". 
Now that teenage rebellion has become a fash- 
ionable concept it has been revealed that the 
group's real title is “Nique Ta Mere” (Fuck Your 
Mother). 

If Supreme NTM had been born on the other 
side of the Atlantic they would probably have 
hada court injunction slapped on them by now, 
but censorship laws in France are not so tight. 
Here television and radio censors are unper- 
turbed by NTM's inflammatory lyrics and the 
governmentis prepared to subsidize the group's 
freedom of speech. In April 1989 the minister оГ 
culture, Jack Lang, appointed trendy leather- 
jacketed Bruno Lion as minister of rock 'n' roll. 
In 1990 Lion was allotted a budget of 43 million 
francs to improve the standard of French music 
at home and spice up its tawdry image abroad. 
The budget provides aid for rock festivals and 
independent record labels, and aims to create 
more live venues. It also funds the programme 
FAIR (Fonds d'Action et d'Initiative pour le Rock) 
which acts as a rock ‘n’ roll finishing school for 
French artists. It trains managers, offers bands 
business advice and subsidizes them to the tune 
of 35,000 francs a year. FAIR takes on fifteen 
groups a year and this year NTM was among 
them. 

The decision to fund the group has proved 
controversial on both sides of the fence. Lang 
has received fifty letters of complaint so far, 
some nearly as abusive as Kool Shen himself. 
NTM are the first to welcome these complaints, 
eager to bite the governmental hand that feeds 
them. “We've got nothing.to do with rock ‘n’ 
roll. Why should we be part of the FAIR pro- 
gramme?" snaps Joey Starr. NTM claim they 
have already attempted to cancel their FAIR 
showcase contract. When this proved some- 
what difficult the posse got stroppy and downed 





so much tequila that their 
recent appearance as part of 
the FAIR lasted barely twenty 
minutes. Consequently their 
backstage behaviour resulted 
in them being banned from 
the Elysées Montmartre, the 
venue which hosted the 
concert, 

Those involved in the rap 
movement are divided over 


Fighting the power 
is a little 
problematic when 
the government is 
behind you all the 
way. Considered as 
a phenomenon rap 
has been treated as 


to Arabs, and in the as yet 
unrecorded 'C'est Pas /a Peine 
Le Pen’, a personal attack on 
the head of the French Na- 
tional Front. 

However, when compared 
with the raw political outrage 
of Public Enemy, whom Lionel 
D recently supported, French 
rap is lacking in radicalism. 
One of its most striking fea- 


the sponsorship issue. Savvy |, 
a 17-year-old rapper from the 
Vitry suburbs, is suspicious of 
the government's mixed 
motives. Fatima Zegal, organ- 
izer of the recent rap exhibi- 
tion at the Pompidou Centre, is pleased to see 
rap receiving financial aid but is disillusioned 
that Lang is funding a prominent group while 
ignoring the rest of the rap movement. Her 
letters requesting rehearsal space for young 
breakdancers and video equipment for graffiti 
artists remain unanswered. Lionel D, France's 
biggest solo rap act, considers the funding to be 
à shrewd political move, He believes that the 
government, disturbed by recent rioting in the 
Paris suburbs, is keen to promote an image of 
siding with the young in these areas. But spon- 
soring rap, which is a predominantly suburban 
movement, is a poor substitute for rehousing 
people or tackling the problems of drugs and 
violence. 

While МТМ lyrics speak of the horrors of the 
suburban ghettoes, the group refuse to be 
moulded into spokespeople. "We don't repres- 
ent the youth of today. We don't represent 
anybody,” proclaims Kool Shen. The NTM posse 
come across as a bunch of sulky adolescent 
prima donnas, supreme adepts of ego-rap 
which glorifies the self and safely avoids 
addressing any wider issues. NTM are undoubt- 
edly a bunch of angry young men but their 
rebellion is based on James Dean histrionics 
rather than Malcolm X texts. Joey Starr's only 
brush with politics is his favourite rejoinder to 
any journalistic inquiry: “Fuck the police!" 

Lionel D, at 28, is far more politically aware. 
CBS signed the soft-spoken philosophic rapper 
six months ago for a three-year contract. His 
first album, Pas de Probléme, packs a hard- 
hitting message. This is rap which is mightier 
than the sword or, as Lionel himself puts it, "Ја 
poésie contre-attaque." With deft rhyming, 
shrewd scanning and skilful wordplay he tackles 
the problems of violence, drugs and police 
harassment, His main concern is racism, which 
he attacks virulently in А Toi le Beur’, dedicated 





some spectacle in a 
freak show 


tures is its avoidance of the 
issue of black nationalism. 
French rappers advocate racial 
harmony in their Benetton- 
like slogan “Black-Blanc- 
Beur” (Black-White-Arab). 
Lionel D urges everyone to live in peace and 
harmony à la McCartney, ebony and ivory side 
by side on the old piano. Meanwhile NTM, a 
racially mixed group, are more concerned with 
perfecting their colourful language than with 
the issue of colour itself, The only black militant 
rap group in Paris, Amer Posse, are not promi- 
nent figures on the rap scene. 

The question of prominence is a crucial one. 
In England one of the quickest ways for a group 
to lose credibility is to appear on Top of the 
Pops. In France before anyone can accuse a 
band of selling out they have been subsidized, 
publicized and subsumed under the heading 
Youth Culture. Jack Lang appeared in a recent 
issue of VSD magazine, surrounded by IZB, a 
posse of rap promoters, brandishing ghetto- 
blasters and sporting the inevitable Public 
Enemy T-shirts. Lang expressed his full support 
for the rap movement, assigning it a place in 
cultural history as he compared it to the 
commedia dell'arte. He even went so far as to 
praise graffiti artists, revealing that when con- 
struction was underway on the Louvre officials 
had erected wire fences to prevent potential 
graffiti. Lang immediately had these barriers 
removed so that the course of free expression 
might run smooth, He wondered who "these 
extraordinary people could be who created 
such marvellous works of art overnight”. 

Fighting the power is a little problematic when 
the government is behind you all the way. 
Considered as a phenomenon rap has been 
treated as some spectacle in a freak show, as a 
mutant trend to be sensationalized and exam- 
ined from all angles. George Lapassade, lecturer 
in Ethnography, was among the first to probe 
the depths of the rap culture. It was no easy feat 
for Lapassade, who had to “play the B-boys' 
game, to enter their world and understand it 
from within”. You can just imagine the lengths 


to which the grey-haired professor went, bounc- 
ing around in lop-sided baseball cap and high- 
tops, infiltrating the movement with all the 
panache of a plainclothes policeman. 

Lapassade has just written the first book in 
French on the rap movement, entitled Rap ou la 
Fureur de Dire. A bizarre text which claims to 
find links between rap and the oral tradition of 
poetry in Morocco, and between rap and an 
obscure Basque poetry contest, it ends up pro- 
claiming that rap is the surrealism of the Nine- 
ties. If Lapassade's theory is to be believed, rap's 
roots stretch so ludicrously far back that you 
would not be surprised to learn that Jesus was 
the first rapper, known to his posse as MC JC. 
Lapassade's treatise will probably not feature 
among the standard works on the subject. His 
slang translations are a little shaky: “junkie” is. 
givenas "connard" (stupid bastard) and "higher 
plane" as “le plus haut des avions" ("the highest 
aeroplane”). The historical errors in the work are 
slightly more serious — a quote from Malcolm X 
is dated 1966, a year after his assassination. 

Lapassade is also responsible for the intro- 
duction of rap in French halls of learning. It now 
appears on the curriculum at the university of St 
Denis where the education department offers 
an "Ethnovideo" course which sends students 
out to film what's happening in the rap move- 
ment and organizes post-production debates. 
This course is largely made up of students and 
social workers, B-boys attend as "auditeurs 
libres". The arts department offers a "graffiti- 
fresque" course where taggers can shake their 
aerosols without fear of arrest. Once again there 
are mixed reactions from those in the rap move- 
ment. Some see this as a means of changing. 
rap's negative image, all too frequently associ- 
ated with delinquence and violence. Yet many 
rap veterans consider the institutionalization of 
rap as a bid to remove its radicalism. Lionel D 
was offered work teaching one of the courses 
but refused outright because Lapassade "has 
missed the essential — that rap is a state of 
mind, not a phenomenon", 

It is difficult to see where French rap can go 
from here. The movement which began by 
imitating the sounds from across the Atlantic is 
still struggling to find its own voice, French rap is 
gradually throwing off its older brother's pre- 
‘occupation with dicks, bitches and gold chains 
but all it has to replace these with at present are 
vague Daisy Age ideals of peace, love and unity. 
Perhaps the anger and polemic will come as the 
movement matures, but at the moment the 
majority of French rap's audience is to be found 
in the school playground and even МТМ still live. 
with their parents. @ 
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technology trap 





The quest for 


technological perfection is never-ending. 
Mark Edwards wonders whether we really 
need the aggravation 


he simple fact that we've 
turned chaos into a theory tells 
you all you need to know about 
the human race. Of course, you 
might argue that we had to turn 
it into a theory before we could 
turn it into a buzzword and a 
marketing concept — that the theory thing was 
incidental, a pupating state along the way. But 
no, | think this points to something even more 
fundamental in human beings than their need 
to turn everything into a sales tool. 

The need for magic. By which, of course, | 
mean science. Or rather, technology. Science 
was, after all, something you tried to get out of 
doing at school, whereas technology comes 
with neat blue LED meters that let you actually 


watch music... just like the professionals. 

In fact, it's not just technology; its the need 
for technology to be perfect, Refining it even 
further, what the creation of a Chaos Theory 
points to is the belief that technology, science 
and also nature is perfect, It's sort of the 
culmination of the need for things to work 
perfectly. 

Chaos, lets remind ourselves, implies the 
absence of theory. But the easy adoption of the 
idea that there is a theory of chaos, and that all it 
takes is one paperback book to come to grips 
with it, prompts me to suggest that we call a halt 
to this need to make everything perfect, neat, 
ordered, labour-free, remote-controlled, 
graphic-equalized... what's the word I'm 
looking for? Idiotproof, 

| was recently given an old Forties Bakelite 
radio. Or indeed wireless. You plug it in. And 
then you switch it on, with a big round button 
that goes ‘clunk’ just so you know it's really 
doing something. You could easily be fooled 
into thinking that it isn’t, because when you 
turn it on what happens is nothing. Sometimes, 
just for a second, | think “shit”, as in: “Shit, it's 
broken. | don't know how to fix it. I'll have to 
have it fixed. It'll cost more to fix it than replace 
it. So ГИ buy another one. Why doesn't 
anything last? Well, of course it's deliberate." 

And then | remember that that's 1991 talking; 
that's what happens in a technologically 
advanced society. What is happening is simply 
that the wireless is warming up. (Younger 
readers should be instructed that not very long 
ago you never, ever saw a person ‘warming up’ 
in a yellow velour jogging suit; the verb applied 
to machines exclusively.) 

Some modern machines still warm up, ! 
suppose, but it's called booting or some other 
such aggressive word. And they do it bloody 
aggressively too, putting you through some 
bastard quiz the second you turn them on. 
Today's date? Quick, quick, or my screen will go 
funny. Password? Password? Don't you even 
remember your own password, dummy? 

You have to think; you have to press keys. It 
looks like it's warming up, but really it's hard at 
work doing what machines today do best: 
putting you through your paces, being 
demanding, causing untold stress. Labour- 
saving nothing. Machines are concentration- 


demanding, mistake-punishing (ERROR ERROR 
ERROR), humiliating, stress-inducing beasts. 

What do machines do? First they screw up, 
and then they tell everyone that they didn't 
screw up — it was your fault. Human error. They 
make you feel small. And by extension, the 
whole human race. Human error. Did the 
phrase exist before we started inventing 
machines that made fewer mistakes than us? 

The day we did that was, as far as I'm 
concerned, the beginning of the rot. Something 
horrible happened to society the day we 
abdicated responsibility to a machine, the day 
we admitted we couldn't do it as well. It's not 
even that they do what they're supposed to. 
(Have you ever seen a paperless office?) It's just 
that we don't know how they do anything. We 
depend on them, but if they go wrong, we can't 
fix them. (Neither, incidentally, can the people 
whose job it is to fix them. But that's probably 
part of some whole other sinister plot that we 
can't go into here.) In fact we do more than 
depend on machines. We believe in them. The 
next generation will be better than the last, The 
one after that will be better again. Until 
eventually... well, what? Eventually perfection, 
of course. 

Machines are already close to perfection now. 
They never for example say, 'Oh ! can't do that." 
They either say you haven't got them ready to 
do that, Or they just crash. Man. Like, fuck it, 
you know. The creeps 1 have to work with. Boot 
me up again when you're ready to play with the 
big boys, OK son? 

One reason why we never talked about 
human error before is that human errors never 
mattered very much. They were of the ‘oops’ 
variety. It's only when there's a machine on the 
end of a human error that you have to worry 
about them — a computer that is now going to 
print 5 million copies because that's the key you 
pressed, or a car, a plane, an atom bomb, 

| record music а! home: multitrack recorders, 
synths and weird digital gizmos that add a lot of 
sounds and then take them all out again. Just 
like train spotting, it's a hobby, and those of us 
who practise it are fanatics, What we're currently 
pursuing fanatically is perfect digital sound. And 
then, when we've got close to it, we try to find a 
way to make our shiny new perfect digital 
instruments sound as grungy and dirty and 


imperfect as a Seventies Moog 
synthesizer or a Velvets guitar 
sound. Because they sound 
nicer than perfection does. 
And, oh yes, we're serious. If 
you said, "Hey, why not just go 
out and buy some old guitars 
with dodgy electronics and 
play them out of tune through 
a buzzy ampi" you would be 
greeted with blank faces. 
That's pot the point, That 
would be a retrograde step. 
We're moving forwards, 
onwards... towards something 
good, something pure. The 
Master Machine. 

And yet, although proof to the contrary is 
everywhere around us, we persist in the belief 
that a more perfect machine, more advanced 
technology, produces better results. Oh sure, 
better results on some technical spec sheet, 
yeah. Yet actually, be honest, for every step 
forwards, they take one backwards, Yes, there 
are gains, but we always lose something too. 
Things overall stay pretty much level. 

But we don't want to believe that. My theory, 
for what it's worth, is that we have transferred 
our desperate desire to believe that life just gets 
better and better onto technology. Faced with 
solid evidence that actually life just sort of jerks 
around unpredictably, we've said that’s OK, just 
so long as something gets better and better, And 
science said, sure, machines. 

Let's go back to the wireless. 1/5 come on by 
now. Slowly, The sound just sort of rising up 
from somewhere. Its little light glowing in the 
dial. | don't know exactly what all that warming. 
up is all about, although | like to think it's the 
equivalent of you or | hitting the snooze button 
and grabbing ten minutes more sleep after the 
alarm has gone. That way, | can bring the 
wireless down to my level. It doesn’t like getting 
up either. It isn’t keener than me, cleverer than 
me, faster than me, And nobody tells me that in 
five years it'll be able to think for itself. 

The radio doesn't make me feel small. 
Nobody likes to be made to feel small, The idea 
that there's something out there that we can't 
ever understand — that we're not meant to 
understand — makes us feel small. So we grab 


hold of it, and we turn it into à 
theory, and we pretend we 
understand it. And it's a 
commodity. 

But we're lying to ourselves. 
Remember when CDs came 
out, and they were the 
ultimate, perfect sound 
system? And what happened? 
Since then we've had about 
half a dozen new types of CD, 
all with better sound than the 
last one. Chaos is going to be 
like that. There'll be 
something even more chaotic 
along in a minute. We'll turn 
that into a theory. And then... 

So, | guess our attitude to machines — that 
they will just keep on getting better — is merely 
setting us up for continual disappointment. 
Technology: isn't it great? Doesn't it give you 
freedom? No, what it does is it gives you a habit. 
It hooks you (up). And it's hateful. Great while 
you're up; fucking awful when you come 
crashing down. 

It's nothing new to suggest that technology 
will eventually kill us all. But what we have to 
realize is that in the interim It's making weak, 
stupid, helpless addicts of us, Picture this. 
You're slumped on the couch watching TV. You 
want to change channels. You reach for the 
remote. It's not there. You look for it. You see 
that it's actually farther from you than the TV. 
What do you do? Walk to the remote? Or just 
walk to the TV? Answer: you walk to the remote. 
Because the TV hasn't got any buttons on it 
anymore. Without the remote — the thing that's 
supposed to make all this easier — you're 
helpless, You'd have to find your way into that 
secret little compartment where they hid the 
buttons. Only you can't remember where it is. 

You've been there, right? And doesn't it make. 
you feel stupid? So, OK, | may not know how to 
shift attitudes worldwide. But how about you 
and 1, we confront this whole technology thing? 
We lessen the habit. We regain our self-respect. 
Nothing major. We'll just start gently by taking 
one day a week, and setting it aside as a day 
when we have to cope without remotes. 

Think you can do it? Sure you can. One step at 
atime. O 
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do ya think 
Рт sexy? 





Acid House, Afrocentricity, Almodóvar. Perishable 
pleasures, Distractions from which to be dissociated at the first hint 
of mass acceptance or obsolescence. We've all declared undying 
devotion while the other eye scans the room for fresh fields. No love 
is so great that it can't later be shrugged off with a self-deprecating 
shudder. I'm resigned to the rapid turnover in tastes, but I never 
thought we'd grow out of girls. 

To which women have we, in the past decade, given the mandate 
to manipulate our desires and disposable incomes? Only one, and 
she's the enemy within. There are no female sex symbols anymore 
because Madonna's everything. Virgin, whore, blonde, brunette, 
hard, soft, sacred, profane, curved, toned, smart, dumb, vamp, 
broad, buddy, bitch, icon, Whoever you want. No contemporaries 
and no competition. 

Not even among the catwalk hierarchy. Twiggy and Shrimpton 
had the Sixties, Helvin and Hall had the staying power but never 
before have so many beautiful young women combined skyscraping 
profiles and earning capacities. Instantly recognizable in any coun- 
try, in any medium, they are international currency: Models of the 
Universe, Like Madonna, they're ignited by ambition (Naomi Camp- 
bell's relocation and immediate acceptance inside the winner's en- 
closure being a textbook example), they're intuitively attuned to the 
barometer of public taste (scary, teeth-baring Linda Evangelista's 
snap decision to lengthen her career by lopping off her locks) and 
they've all got the perfect role model (Madonna). 

Unlike La Immaculata — well, maybe theres a hiatus in my 
hormones — these women are tall and poised and clean and co- 
ordinated, but sexy? Claudia Schiffer? She walks like an angel and 
talks like an 1-Speak-Your-Weight' machine. Something about these 
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Tatjanas, Talisas and Paulinas brings to mind visions of a couture 
Weird Science, as if, weary of seeking the muse, reality-starved 
design despots began computer-generating perfection. These wo- 
men — vapid Cindy Crawford and fish-faced Christy Turlington 
among them — aren't statuesque, they're statues. 

With even more flawless flora and jauna ready to inherit the 
crown, most of the megamodels are making the move towards acting 
careers, Well, at least we'll see less of them. Even if the description 
"model-turned-actress' wasn't an irremovable stigma triggering im- 
ages of deportment queens falling flat on their faces (honourable 
exception: Christie Brinkley in National Lampoon’ Vacation), the tim- 
ing off. The female film star doesn't live here anymore. I don't 
mean the First Ladies (the Streeps and Streisands) or the Women of 
Substance (Turner, Barkin, Keaton, Lange); I mean movie queens 
with the international pulling power and basic star heat of Connery, 
Cruise, Costner and, um, Culkin. 

The way should have been clear for Madonna to walk away at will 
with the Last Big Screen Goddess garlands. That she hasn't — and 
won't — is mainly down to the fact that she'll never get a film role as 
good as the real-life one she's written for herself. Also, on record, 
stage and video, she's in control of the arena. In movies, she's just 
another player and that's what is going to keep her coming back for 
more humiliation. 

This decade-long drought of cinema sex symbols is brought into 
sharp perspective by the success of Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman. 
Think about the last time a new young actress was allowed to give 
such a buoyant, uninhibited performance, swipe scene after scene 
from the supposed star and walk away with a hugely successful 
movie. Think about the last time a young actress generated that kind № 
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symbols 


» of cradle-to-grave appeal (think about it — it's the first film my dad's 


seen since Yentl). The last few years are dotted with one-shot girls 
like Bo Derek and Kelly Le Brock but Roberts is the first female in 
recent history to make a sizable dent in a male-dominated environ- 
ment. Forget the usual suspects. (Kim Basinger isn't sexy. You just 
think she is, What she is, is components.) 

The weak female presence onscreen can be directly attributed to 
the early-Seventies outbreak of Hollywood feminism, a weak-kneed 
attempt at reflecting changing values. Movies like The Turning Point 
and An Unmarried Woman packaged images of this new indepen- 
dent, liberated fictional female, even if, in most cases, independence 
stood for not capitulating too early when Mr Right (the require- 
ments of the new era replaced the millionaire with someone who 
worked with his hands) showed up to take her away from all this. 
The female sex symbol, quite rightly, had no place here. These were 
the years of quirky, twitchy, birdlike women: Shelley Duvall, Karen 
Black, Jill Clayburgh, Geraldine Chaplin, Valerie Perrine, Sally Kel- 
lerman, Ellen Burstyn, Susan Anspach et al. 

Their jackets suddenly appeared to be hanging on loase nails as a 
trio of blockbusters set the agenda for years to come. Rocky, Star 
Wars and Animal House opened the floodgates for a tidal wave of 
action films, goofball comedies and sound-and-light shows. This in 
turn led to the situation which took hold in the mid-Eighties and 
which still exists. Not only are all the most-exposed, highest- 
earning, seat-filling stars male, but they're either Action Man or 
superstar comedians, The guys with guns — Schwarzenegger, Stal- 
lone, Willis, Gibson — see a lot of action but little of it between the 
sheets. Their shirts are off, pecs oiled, chest heaving — but the only 
flesh they're hot for is the bad guy they're out to squish. They don't 
seem too comfortable around women. Even Gibson, to my mind a 
component like Kim Basinger (you only think you like him), is 
always much more at ease snuggling up to Danny Glover than any of 
his leading ladies. Schwarzenegger has been paired off with an 
absolute boatload of babes — Grace Jones, Rae Dawn Chong, Maria 
Conchita Alonso, Sharon Stone, Penelope Ann Miller — and still 
hasn't relaxed enough to get past that tight-lipped, kissing-your- 
auntie peck. 

Pick the screen diva of your choice: Monroe, Bardot, Dietrich, 
Hayworth, whoever. They all inhabited larger-than-life roles — they 
drove men crazy with passion, induced them to commit murder, 
schemed to get them to the altar, broke up families, Films aren't big 
enough to hold that sort of women anymore. The big juicy parts go 
to men with big juicy parts. But, in a way, the Action Man is the 
latter-day descendant of the movie queen. Don't they sort of perform 
the same function? They release the same scaled-up emotions and 
perform to the optimum in a melodramatic medium. They both 
bleed, they both suffer, they both cry. Ones got a gun, the other a 
gown but they’re sisters under the skin. 

On the other hand, that Eighties phenomenon, the superstar 
comedian, is very comfortable around women. At times it seems his 
entire career is dedicated to proving he can get dates. Almost all the 
convulsions in Cosmo thinking: ‘Fat Men Are Sexy’, ‘Bald Men Are > 
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John Malkovich: “the man who was Valmont, who has knowledge 
of both Uma Thurman and Michelle Pfeiffer” 


Sexy’, ‘Big Noses? Big Heart! — are down to the inexorable rise of 
these guys, mostly ex-Saturday Night Live and Second City TV 
alumni. These men had the magic touch. They saved stinkers. No 
matter how rank the picture, the presence of a Steve Martin, Robin 
Williams, Eddie Murphy, Chevy Chase, Michael Keaton, John 
Candy or Rodney Dangerfield could usually be relied upon to bring 
out the faithful, Women in these movies were very often no more 
than stooges or visual punchlines, but occasionally the union of 
clown and actress produced romantic sparks which impacted on 
public thinking. Remember barely-in-shape John Cleese fooling 
around with lithe Jamie Lee Curtis? Are balding, sagging middle- 
aged men sexy? Bill Murray and Sigourney Weaver in Ghostbusters. 
Do women respond to a smirk and a snide sense of humour? Tom 
Hanks in Big: let her know you're just a little boy at heart. Steve 
Martin in Roxanne: personality matters more than physical 
perfection. 

Women 1 spoke to about the stand-up men a ymbols claimed 
another victory for superior female taste and intelligence: “We look 
deeper. We don’t care about the flaws. A sense of humour is more 
important than good looks. All you care about is surface. All men 
really want is two tits, a hole and a heartbeat.” Which just shows 
how little the sexes understand each other. (Who said anything 
about a heartbeat?) 

This female altruism leads us on to the Inexplicable Sex Symbol. 
Mickey Rourke — he's virtually got mushrooms growing out of him 

John Malkovich — bald, fey, colourless, slit-eyed and 


inhabits the same soul of the master seducer, who has had knowl- 
edge of both Uma Thurman and Michelle Pfeiffer. Okay, they're not 
Madonna and, of course, there are no female sex symbols anymore, 
but... Uma's a special ca: 

Like most gents, I'll express boundless admiration for those Euro 
gals: Dalle, Adjani, Huppert, Baye, Bouquet, Ardant (I'm an Ardant 
admirer), Muti, Schygulla and Olin. Catch me sitting through one of 
their films, though? 1 think not. For me, and guys like me, Uma 
Thurman is an answered prayer. She's a Hollywood actress. She's got 
the stillness, the m sm, the lyricism, the 16th-century bell- 
adonna complexion, the willingness to get her gear off before the 
first scene change and no Bertrand Blier, no clouds of Gitane smoke, 
no tinkly-tonkly French pop on the soundtrack, 

In Dangerous Liaisons, Michelle Pfeiffer, long a shimmering but 
shadowy presence in second-string roles (Scarface, Ladyhawke, Into 
the Night), revealed a hitherto unsuspected talent for suffering. Not 
since Garbo (you remember Garbo, the Lena Olin of her day) has a 
beautiful woman expired so exquisitely. In The Fabulous Baker Boys, 
she brought back the broad — slinky, wise cracking, at her best in 
male company. She slinks, she suffers —if she does them both in one 
movie, she’s a star. 

Lacking Action Man, superstar comedians or Madonna, the UK 
isn’t much of a hothouse for budding sex symbols. If we can set 
aside the eerie, enduring Charlotte Rampling — those gimlet eyes 
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symbols 


promising dirty uptown sex — as an English European Actress, 
we're left with the stop-motion ripening and rotting of under- 
employed former child actresses: Judy Geeson, Fiona Fullerton, 
Jenny Agutter and, the most stunning of them all, Lesley-Anne 
Down. Not since Liz Taylor at her most tangible... those eyes, that 
mouth, that skin... I know, all surface. The one hope for these girls 
is the lifeline that's saved many an ageing American star. Television. 

Sean Connery never won so many ‘Sexiest Man Alive’ plaudits as 
when he ditched the rug. Jack Nicholson' star went through the roof 
the moment he exposed his paunch. But the audience — the female 
audience, especially — doesn’t want to see the ageing actress 
ing a losing battle with gravity on the big screen. On the small 
screen, the world turns upside down. The woman's picture is alive 
and well in the form of the TV movie. Joan Collins, Cybill Shepherd 
and Candice Bergen finally became stars (and mark my words, 
Lauren Hutton will follow suit) and are celebrated as survivors. 

The same sanctuary awaits the Seventies tabloid sex kittens. But 
then, you never know with the British. In Page Three‘ infancy, The 
Sun aroused its slugs with a remarkable array of beautiful women: 
Jilly Johnson, Nina Carter, Vivien Neves, Erica Creer and Felicity 
Buirski among them, all aristocratic jawlines, luscious blonde Other- 
ness and chilly glamour. All these girls tried to synergize their allure 
into something more profitable: singing, acting. Did any of them 
succeed? (No.) A decade on and Page Three is the province of 
puppy-fat queens. Milkmaids like bum-faced Sam Fox, Linda 
Lusardi and Maria Whittaker win the affections of the nation, 
achieve chart success, game show employment and detached dream 
houses in the stockbroker belt. 

The British feel comfortable with the comfortable. Maybe that 
means that the only real Great British Sex Symbols are the ones we 
see every night. Their very familiarity binds them inextricably into 
the fabric of our subconscious. They flounce through our most 
inadmissible after-hours fantasies. The prim women, the brisk wo- 
men, the exports. Maybe there's a lifelong male need to be moth- 
ered, nannied, teachered and nursed. Maybe we all share the 
common hope that beneath those twinsets lurk wild things. 

Remember Angela Rippon's tenure as first woman newsreader? 
She held the country in thrall. Your breathing was in tempo to the 
rise and fall of her eyebrows. There was no escape from that cool but 
laser-sharp stare. The efficient women, the ones who seem calm but 
whose silk blouses conceal volcanic eruptions. These are the Great 
British Sex Symbols. Anna Ford, Carol Barnes, Joan Bakewell, 
Kirsty Wark, Penny Junor, Sarah Dunant, Delia Smith, Jancis Robin- 
son, the wine expert, the one who spits with contempt. For once, 
the female prerogative doesn’t come into play. Nobody — at least 
nobody who’s able to manage solid food without assistance — would 
make a case for the erotic delights promised by Nicholas Witchell, 
Jeremy Beadle, Giles Brandreth, Sir Alistair Burnett or John Sta- 
pleton. In a world where the vamp, the broad, the siren and the 
goddess have been succeeded by the wife, lover and significant 
other, there remains at least one area where the female sex symbol 
reigns supreme. Come on Delia, justify my love. @ 

















What makes good sex? Here's the moral. There is no such 
thing. There is no such thing as ‘good sex’. It's a tough one to swallow. 
Good sex is not good for you. If it strikes, good sex is іп fact the worst 
thing that can happen to you. A disaster. You will never recover. You 
always want more. You never stop. 

Good sex is hard to find, hard to follow and hard to forget. When 
you have good sex, you want it again — with the same person or the 
next. And sex, like sleep, is never the same twice. The more you want 
it, the harder it gets. Remembering how it got so good is so difficult. 
You compromise for good sex, you tolerate. You make a (bad) 
relationship to suit the (good) sex. Good sex will make your life more 
miserable than bad sex: sex is intrinsically unsatisfying. Even when it's 
good. Especially when it's good. For one thing it always ends. When 
good sex ends, you start suffering. What if you will never have good 
sex again? You will never know. At least bad sex can get better. 

Anyone who saw David Attenborough's Trials of Life will know 
animals have not made sex one of life's trials: you do not see antelopes 
attempting Position 47. No. Animals have two positions: front and 
back. Animals do not blindfold each other with palm leaves or shove 
twigs up their arses. Buffalo do not dress up as bison. 

Man has made a terrible mistake with sex. We have complicated sex 
with such energy and imagination that there is no way out. Man has 
distorted sex, perverted it. Human sex is not about procreation at all: 
all ofus are accidents these days, born asa tragic, unintentional crisis. 
Its almost as if, as we grow up (I use the term lightly), we get our own 
back on sex. We fuck with it. We fuck about with sex, because, the way 
we look at it, sex started it. 

Humans gambled on sex being about pleasure and have been trying 
to win their money back ever since. Man's enthusiasm for accessories 
and fetish has taken sex so far away from its initial purpose, it has 
only one conclusion. The safe bet in sex is solo sex, self sex. Anything 
else is so complex. More than money or ambition, sex wrecks. Sex is 
the commonest currency of marital diplomacy, emotional blackmail. 

In any relationship (friend or foe), sex is a time bomb that usually 
goes off. In your face. You can steal from your friends, assault them, 
but having sex with them jeopardizes and complicates everything. 
The pressure for good sex wrestles the fear of failure. You compete 
against the time before and the lover before. 

Love and sex are practically incompatible (mutually destructive 
chemicals). The best sex is sex with strangers, silent sex or sex with 
someone who doesn't speak English. You have nothing to lose. You 
insist on satisfaction. Of course, auto-sex is safer and much more 
reliable. Auto-sex (not sex with cars, although sex on a car bonnet is 


88 BLITZ 


Jim Shelley on what 
makes good sex 


| PHOTOGRAPH HUGUES ROUSSAS | 








good sex), S & M, voyeurism, masturbation and fetishes are the 
future. AIDS is just a good excuse. 

You can now buy deluxe dolls in America (real hair, realistic 
genitalia, yours for between £750 and £2,000) that are advertised as 
“better than the real thing” And who are we to argue? These dolls are 
actually less artificial than half the girls in Los Angeles. Voyeurs are 
never bored, never dissatisfied. There is always something to watch. 
Being watched is good sex. From a window or from the end of a bed. 
Masturbation is fine as long as someone is there to enjoy it. 

Fetishes are the hot tip for the Nineties. A fetish (lipstick, stilettos, a 
piece of blue velvet, someone? scent, a piece of well-shaped metal) is 
an exquisitely intimate, personal thrill, What it means to you, gives 
you, is unique. It cannot fail. You have the thrill of the denial and then 
the reward. Its satisfaction is guaranteed. Plus you don’t have to talk 
to it afterwards or make it breakfast in the morning... 

Thave a hotel fetish. Rule: the more expensive the hotel, the better 
the sex. Naked sex pressed against the glass of a twenty-fourth-storey 
window with only the glass to bite on is good sex. With hotels, 
underwear, drugs, accessories, prostitutes, the moral is: the rich have 
better sex, 

Telephone sex: talk to me. Don't talk to me about shopping, talk to 
me, angel. Some people's voices are the sexiest part of them: use it. 
Use them. Telephone them. Oral sex while you're on the phone is very 
good sex. Video telephones are the voyeurs’ dream. And they're 
coming. 

Talking dirty is one of sex's few indisputables. Truly democratic. 
Something that unites us. “Up abit”, “Down a bit” (Golden Shot sex), "1 
adore you". “You filthy bastard". “Fuck me, fuck me, stick your big hot 
cock up my pussy.” Like high heels, exciting underwear, expensive 
underwear, or no underwear, everyone likes it. When someone sighs 
your name, you know it's good sex (unless it's the wrong name) — 
then it's a case of: “Pretend I’m him." 

Fat sex fetish: fat sex is comfortable certainly, like fucking a 
trampoline. It's fun. Sex is not meant to be fun, though. Not in that 
Crackerjack way. Coloured condoms turn sex into a gimmick, a novelty. 
Good sex will, of course, be better without a condom — like riding 
bareback. Condoms, like objects, do not feel as good as the real thing. 
Uncased, it's warmer. 165 stronger. Sadly, stupidity is not sexy. And 
besides, never mind the fear of AIDS, the fear of babies is another 
matter. Durex Gold are paramount. Even if they do taste vile. 

For the orally fixated, foreplay is sexier than fucking. The sexiest 
thing you can do to someone is kiss them. Sixty minutes of humping is 
obviously tiresome. Sixty minutes is not sex. Its a documentary. № 
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> Mindlessbovinestaminais not sexy. The key to oral sex is appetite. You 
would hope to have sex not with someone who wants the taste of you 
but someone who needs the taste of you. Some girls actually hate oral 
sex. No boys do. This is another one of sex's indisputables, Men will 
have oral sex with a labrador if it's going. Women are so fussy. Fellatio 
is more unpleasant than cunnilingus: women taste better. 

But women complain men take too much pleasure from the submis- 
sion. This is sexist, The submission is the same in fellatio as it Is in 
cunnilingus. If men give bad head, 
women should simply learn to rel- 
ish their humiliation. 

Some men maintain there's only 
one thing wrong with cun- 
nilingus: the view. Not me. Watch 
everything. Watch her watching 
you. The disadvantages to cun- 
nilingus, of course, are temporary 
deafness, dizziness, an offset 
nose. On the plus side, it's good 
snorkelling practice. Do not stop 
until he/she is tearing her hair out 
— yours or theirs. Kissing is the 
cream on the cake, 

You've got to feel sorry for men. They get no help. No one tells them 
anything. Women do not draw diagrams. Lacking the proper instruc- 
tion, men will perform cunnilingus as if they were weather-proofing 
someone, instead of, say, drawing the alphabet. 

Confused and ignorant, men have fallen for every trick in the (sex) 
book, every myth. Obsessed with size (big pricks, big tits), tormented 
by the multiple orgasm, totally gullible to the fake orgasm, the fear of 
being left out has driven men mad, driven them to pornography. They 
don't know any better. Men are the victims of porn: they think women 
will be like that, They think sex will be like that. Men are trapped 
going through the magazine motions. Good sex is inventing your own 
pornography. Amuse yourselves. Disgust yourselves but above all be 
yourselves, Have sex not to know the person but to know yourself, or 
forget yourself. Good sex is about your filthy passion, the shameless 
longing to be doing that exact act with that one person on the globe, to 
have the person inside every possible part of you, to communicate 
something that cannot be otherwise communicated, that possibly 
cannot be communicated. About intensity, intensity and belonging. 

Likewise, men are the victims of prostitution. The myth is: sex is 
better with prostitutes. It is! But it costs a grand. Watching a 
prostitute chomp on a condom is not really sex, It's an expensive 
lesson in discomfort, only sexual in the shame it infers on you. The 
prostitution fantasy is womens clever revenge. 

Inexpensive prostitutes are not exciting, Good sex should be about 
excitement — illegality is sexy; adultery is sexy, Sex with relatives, sex 
on the church steps, in the library — pressed against the works of your 
favourite author, in alleyways, supermarkets, carparks, staircases, at 
the zoo (with the animal voyeurs), on the television rather than on 
video, in planes ог trains but notautomobiles (unless they're moving). 
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Face down on a mirror. This is good sex. It has been suggested that 
beauty is a burden. 1 do not buy this. I mean, don't be too beautiful. 
But be beautiful. Ugliness is never sexy. 

Intellectand humourare sexier than classic good looks. Good sexis 
elder women, younger men, people born on the same day as you. Sex 
with someone you hate. Good sex is tender as long as it’s not mutual 
tenderness, when sensuality and savagery occur in the same second. 

Sex with virgins is uniquely wonderful. Girls who look like boys. 


Love and sex are practically incompatible 
(mutually destructive chemicals). The best 
sex is sex with strangers, silent sex or sex 
with someone who doesn't speak English 


Men who look like real men. Sex with someone who looks just like 
you. Mmmmh. Sex with one boy and one girl rather than two couples 
Women who know how to sodomize a man are always an asset. 

Funny sex is better than serious sex, Blood and tears are better than 
sweat. Sex that hurts is good because at least you know you're having 
sex. Dressed sex is essential. To end in a state of heated disarray is the 
idea: one shoe, torn T-shirt, expensive underwear around your 
expensive ankles, Then you've had good sex. A hat always adds 
something, 

Disincentives to good sex would include: red underwear, hairy 
backs, cold feet, coughing. Someone who is considered ‘good in bed’ 
— better someone who isn't: uncertainty is sexy. Some people are just 
sexier at receiving. 

You never have good sex with someone who’ overweight, lumpy — 
unless they're fat. Or with someone whos tired. Unless they're tied. Or 
asleep. It simply won't be that good. Do not think about what you're 
doing, unless it's three days before. 

Slow sex is better than fast sex. Cold is better than hot. Bad sex is 
better than no sex (shame has its own delight, failure its own rewards: 
sex that makes.you sad is exquisite). No sex at all is better than 
'normal' sex — sex at the end of the day, in bed, with someone you 
neither desire nor need but simply live with. This is not sex. It's habit. 
The best sex is a match, an extreme and intense match of extremism 
and intent, When you'll do anything, have done anything, so will 
your partner. 

Good sex requires an imbalance — a taker and the taken, initiative 
and jeopardy, just the right amount of fear, anticipation. One to lose 
and one to attain total control. Make it up as you go. Do not be 
ashamed, Do not be afraid. O 
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“1 feel like a million tonight — but one at a time.” This quote 
from the irrepressible Mae West illustrates the primary reason why 
good heterosexual sex for women is so very different from what it is 
for men. It is impossible to ignore the simple biological fact that only 
women have the potential to enjoy sex almost perpetually. Even the 
usually wholesome Mark Twain compared women to silver can- 
dlesticks which always yearned for a candle, even when such candles 
were so easily burned out. 

Basically, the major requirement for a man to please a woman is 
stamina. Basking in the afterglow of a long bout of brilliant sex is a 
woman's physical equivalent to winning the pools.Usually, however, a 
woman is left perusing the ceiling, pondering the absurdity of 
detumescence while her satiated partner is already fast asleep — in 
the same position that he fell in battle, drooling on the pillow, too 
fatigued to dream. 

Given half a chance, women have a frighteningly large sexual scope 
— more than men know. They can afford to have a sense of humour 
about male performance. After all, they can havea laugh without their 
own sexual capabilities coming to a screeching halt. Yet most do not 
feel free to express their own lusts: traditionally only men are such 
animals. Because the active sex partner is the one in control, itturns a 
man’s world topsy-turvy if a woman rugby-tackles him onto a bed, 
rips open his clothes and initiates sex at flash point. In a man's logic, 
this means that the woman likes sex, and if she likes it so much, then 
she must be a whore, 

Fellatio then becomes the only active thing a girl can do within her 
rights. Many enjoy it with someone they really like, but even then, as 
someone once said: “You know the worst thing about oral sex? The 
view.” What's a girl to do? 
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With the amazing success in America of Robert Bly's book Iron John, 
a socio-psychological journey which goes beyond ‘the new man' to 
examine the 'eternal' man of today, it is clear that more and more 
menfolk are unhappy with the static polarities between the sexes. If it 
is to be granted that men should be free to shed a few tears in publi 
women also need to be allowed a modicum of sexual assertion, This is 
not to say that every woman is unfulfilled unless she trucks down to 
Expectations and purchases a strap-on dildo (fashionable black 
rubber, one size fits all and cheap at £45). But it is healthy to assume 
that within every man lurks someone who longs to be ravished, just as 
every woman is, in her heart of hearts, a man-eater. Until this is 
realized, each gender will continue to suspiciously eye the other as the 
enemy — especially during the act of ‘love’ — because stepping 
outside the rules of whos on top tends to threaten how we think of 
ourselves even when fully clothed and vertical. 

Good sex for women requires sensitivity. During sex, a man's 
attention is centred exclusively on his John Thomas. For a woman, 
however, the actinvolves her entire body, mind and spirit. While men 
are conditioned to rely on visual stimuli (women rarely wear sexy 
underwear for themselves), female pleasure is enhanced through 
smell, taste, touch and sound. Men who are notstingy with soap and 
water, who know how to use a toothbrush, who trim their nails and 
are aware of how they sound, are veritable playgrounds. Unhappily, 
these men are rare exceptions. The differences between the sexes — 
body hair, muscularity, height, vocal quality, etc — are certainly 
exciting, but when women say, "He's so lovable when he's rumpled," 
and, “It really makes me randy when he smells of axle grease,” they 
really mean, “God, why isn’t he a member of my own species?” 

Variety ("Conventional sexual intercourse is like squirting jam into № 
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> а doughnut,” said Germaine Greer) is almost as important for a 
woman as quantity and quality. Women's sexual imagination 
stretches ad infinitum. Hence, aman who is a dab hand at gymnastics, 
weightlifting, bear-wrestling, scuba diving and pushing pennies 
across the Sahara with his nose will fare better in bed than the chap 
who practises kissing on the back of his hand. It is always wrong to 
think thata woman is not ready for anything a bit daring if she doesn't 
suggest it herself. She is waiting for her partner to read her mind. 

Stamina, openness, skill and imagination will not guarantee good 
sex for a woman. Bad sex comes in all forms. Like Aus, it does not 
discriminate between people, places and time. Bad sex is more than 
yelling "oh mama mama mama” at the point of climax, more than 
discovering a new lover has had his penis shot off in the war. Sex is 
bad when nothing happens (no matter what gadgets, positions, 
fantasies, drugs or words are used to ameliorate the situation) in the 
space one has specifically cleared for intense pleasure. "Disap- 
pointed’, 'crestfallen', јадеа’, ‘homicidal’ and ‘about to join a con- 
vent’ are words which apply to women who have had a sexual diet 
dangerously low in pleasure 

Fora man to please a woman, he 
must understand the immutable 
law of the female body. The best 
sex for her will almost inevitably 
involve the most backbreaking, 
jaw-tiring, sinew-straining, suba- 
quatic position possible for him. 
Because women have more 
stamina and flexibility than men, 
extremes of duration, repetition or 
strength are mandatory for her 
journey to nirvana. If he has an 
intimate knowledge of Tantric 
yoga, the Kamasutra and the Rama Lama Ding Dong, he had better 
use it. 

To besure, women will say thev are happy with regular, meat-and- 
potatoes, missionary position sex (with a fair smattering of tender 
talk, kissing and cuddling as prologue and epilogue) but really, there 
isonly one unmistakable joy. The various acceptable forms of climax — 
the vaginal, G-spot, mental and emotional — are all well and good, 
but nothing beats good clitoral stimulation. This is not always an easy 
task: patient women have been known to compose symphonies while 
waiting for their lovers to find exactly the right spot and stay there. 
“He's great with his hands" is the highest accolade a man can receive 
— itstems solely from his hard-won, much practised skill, not natural 
attributes 

Cunnilingus is another art forin. Stimulating as а good snog may 
be, when а woman whispers, “Osculate шу labia, you football- 
playing brute," a man should not ider to which labia she is 
referring. Unfortunately oral sea isa double-edged sword. Performed 
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with brio, itis better than a holiday in Mauritius. But woe to any man 
who commits the unforgivable error of trying to negotiate this 
difficult terrain and then gets lost. If a fellow can use a map to drive 
from London to Birmingham, he has no excuses for missing the 
female off-ramp to ecstasy. If he gets confused, he can always ask 
directions. 

Women appreciate the kind of erection that is worthy of worship. 
The whys and wherefores of intercourse are obscured by yet another 
male misconception. Although women are too considerate to say so, 
cock size does matter. It is a universal law that bigger is better, 
regardless what one can do with it. Unlike breast size (which has more 
to do with visual arousal than anything else), science has yet to come 
up with decent solutions for men who lack grandeur in the trouser 
compartment. The only answer is for the unfortunate one to become 
better at oral and manual sex, and to be as rich, generous, tolerant and 
handsome as is humanly possible. 

On the other hand, a male member which in size resembles a baby's 
arm holdingan apple can provide more pain than pleasure, Of course, 


For a man to please a woman, he must 
understand the immutable law of the 
female body. The best sex for her will 
inevitably involve the most sinew-straining 
position possible for him 


women who fear that their own equipment may be too capacious for 
even Godzilla will need to practise kougels (vaginal exercises). An 
alternative to finding a tight fit is anal sex. Although only the 
shameless will admit it, this is widely practised among more adven- 
turous heterosexuals. However, it is dangerous, messy and addictive 
— or as one woman told me: "I never have anal sex anymore because it 
feels too good." Ideally, for every woman there should bea man whose 
physical attributes are perfect — that is, just large enough so that 
every act of intercourse makes her feel a bit, er, virginal. 

Men should not be fooled by the veil of femininity, nor should they 
fear the female appetite. With a little care, any male can learn the 
female laws of good sex by tapping into his own passivity. They 
should try to understand what it is like to be ferocious and tame, 
demanding and forgiving, absurd and serious. Good sex fora woman 
spans metaphysical as well as physical boundaries. In short, we are 
outrageous creatures who probably have more sexual knowlege than 
we'll ever use. But we'll never let on. @ 
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LEADING THE FIGHT AGAINST AIDS 


Anyone - woman, man or child - can be 
affected by HIV, the virus which breaks 
down the body’s immune system and 
lays it open to AIDS. 

Any of us could suddenly discover 
that someone in our family, a friend or 
colleague, is HIV Positive or has developed AIDS. 

Since 1983, The Terrence Higgins Trust has often 
been the first point of call for those whose life has 
suddenly been changed by HIV infection or AIDS. Last 
year we took over 15,000 phone calls from people 
seeking help. Worried - but well - wives, lovers, parents, 
children, as well as those diagnosed ill, all turned to us. 


WHO KNOWS WHEN 





MIGHT NEED US? 


We are the UK's leading voluntary agency dealing 
with all aspects of HIV and AIDS, channelling the efforts 
of over 800 specially trained people - the vast majority of 
whom are volunteers. 

Our fight is on two fronts. With information and 
education we combat ignorance and fear, teaching simple 
measures we can all take to protect ourselves. And we 
offer hope, inspiration and practical support to people 
affected by HIV or AIDS, their partners, families and 
friends. 

You can help the spread of information, and limit 
the spread of AIDS by finding out the facts foryourself. We 
will willingly send you a free FACTS and ACTION pack but, 
if you can, please include a donation to to ensure we will 
be here whenever we're needed. 

Do it today. We need you now. 


Post to: The Fundraising Manager, The Terrence Higgins Trust, 
FREEPOST, London WC1 8BR (A stamp saves us money.) 
Please send me more details about what | can do to prevent the 











damage done by AIDS. Charity Reg No. 288827 
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| ат donating [_] £20 [_] £25([ | £50 [_] £100 Оћеге ———— 





| enclose a cheque made payable to The Terrence Higgins Trust 


“Love thee much — Let me unseal the letter” 
— King Lear 


Johnny, eel skin, rubber, bishop's joy 
bag, Malthus Sheath, gay gum. For over 400 
years now — ever since King Charles II's 
physician, Dr Condom, supposedly gave his 
name to it — we've been trying to avoid ‘the С 
word’, Indeed, there must be more euphem- 
isms for the condom than any other con- 
traceptive known to man, and that's just 
counting the English language (in France the 
French letter is known as la capote Anglaise, or 
the English trench coat). 

Compared to other forms of contraceptive 
or prophylactic the condom, clearly, is king. 
Indeed, with the advent of AIDS, HIV and the 
marketing war between Durex and Mates, the 
condom has become so ubiquitous that it is no 
longer enough to utter the C word; as the 
marketing of condom earrings last Christmas 
showed, "Dont just say it, display it." 

How did we ever let an eight-inch (standard 
size) sock of vulcanized rubber get so big? In 
the Sixties and Seventies condoms were asso- 
ciated with dirty old men and a furtive quickie 
behind the bicycle shed. In fact, that's where 
you were most likely to come across one, 
curled up in a sticky clump of grass. And let's 
face it, it's never done much for the sex act, 
even if you've been with your partner long 
enough to know that he/she doesn’t have AIDS 
and won't go off the boil while you pull one 
on. 

The answer lies in the condom's unique 
combination of prophylactic (disease pre- 
venting) and contraceptive qualities, coupled 
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The rags to riches history of 





king condom [REPORT mark HONIGSBAUM 








with the erasure of the lingering prudishness 
which until recently prevented advertisers 
touting the sheath's manifest advantages. As 
a result the condom is no longer seen as an 
impediment to pleasure so much as an essen- 
tial accessory before the act. As the current 
Health Education Authority adverts on the 
tube say, “If you're leaving your inhibitions 
behind take these with you.” 

According to Mates Healthcare, 147 million 
condoms were sold in Britain last year, 30 
percent more than in 1985 when AIDS began 
to impinge on most heterosexuals’ con- 
sciousnesses, and sales are projected to rise 
by another 5 percent this year. But while 
condoms may never have been as much in 
fashion as they are today, history shows there 
has always been a demand for them. As long 
ago as 3000 BC men were wrapping their 
organs in sheaths, not only as protection 
against flies and evil spirits but also for deco- 
rative purposes. The Egyptians made them 
outoflinen, the Chinese used oiled paper and 
the Japanese made condoms from horn and 
tortoiseshell. 

During the Dark Ages, when contraception 
was considered a crime worthy of the stake, 
records of their use are virtually non-existent 
— but it is hard to believe that the odd monk 
wasn't privvy to their secrets. The earliest 
modern reference to the condom came in a 
book published in 1564 by Gabriello Fallopio 
— the Italian doctor who discovered the fallo- 
pian tubes — where he prescribed linen 
sheaths soaked in herbs and salts as a means 
of preventing the spread of venereal disease. 
However, Fallopio’s sheaths were rather pain- 


ful to use and it was only with the discovery 
that sheep-gut made fora more comfortable fit 
that the condom as contraceptive was really 
born. Legend has it that the sheep-gut version 
was invented by Dr Condom to safeguard 
King Charles against squiring unwanted 
claimants to the throne, but recent scholar- 
ship suggests that the actual inventor may 
have been a Colonel Quondam, a Royalist 
army physician during the English civil war 
(see Johnny Come Lately: a Short History of the 
Condom, by Jeannette Parisot). Fragments of 
animal-gut condoms have been found at Du- 
dley Castle in the West Midlands, occupied by 
Royalists under the colonels command when 
Cromwell beseiged the castle in 1645. Follow- 
ing the Royalists’ defeat it is thought the 
colonel changed his name to Dr Cundum to 
avoid detection, but somehow memory of his 
eponymous invention lived on. 

Others believe the word derives from the 
Latin verb condere (to contain), or even from 
the phrase cum domine, which has a nice ring 
to it. Whichever is the case, by the end of the 
18th century when a Mrs Philips began sell- 
ing condoms from a warehouse in Half Moon 
Street, London, the name had clearly stuck. 
By the 19th century, condoms were being 
advertised by manufacturers as Malthus 
Sheaths, an ironic reference to the economist, 
Robert Malthus, who theorized that the world 
would succumb to famine unless the rapid 
growth in the world's population was control- 
led. By 1880 a visitor to Petticoat Lane could 
pick up condoms bearing portraits of 
Gladstone and Queen Victoria, but opposi- 
tion to the sheath remained strong. Followers 
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of Malthus believed contraceptives to be a 
vice, and only in the US was their sale open 
and regulated, albeit with the government 
warning, "For disease prevention only", a 
connotation that has stuck to this day. 

What really handicapped the condom 
throughout much of its history, however, 
wasn't disapproval so much as is its аѕѕосіа- 
tion with the inhibition of pleasure. Madame 
de Sévigné, writing to her daughter in 1671, 
described it as "armour against enjoyment 
and a spider web against danger", while Dr 
Johnson's biographer, James Boswell, found 
only a “dull satisfaction" in using one 

Although the vulcanization of rubber in 
1884 allowed for the manufacture of more 
flexible, cheaper condoms, the real turning 
point didn't come until 1932 when the de- 
velopment of latex technology allowed manu- 
facturers to switch from thick rubber to thin 
latex without any loss of strength, The subse- 
quentissuing of condoms to troops during the 
Second World War finally ensured the revival 
of the condom" reputation as both prophylac- 
tic and contraceptive. 

Troops also found another use for the con- 
dom — asa wrapping to keep gun barrels dry 
— thus giving birth to the idea of the condom 
as flexible accessory, a trend reflected today in 
our seemingly endless fascination for condom 
gimmicks ranging from mint-fragranced 
sheaths to fanny-ticklers and varieties which, 
like condom earrings, ultimately have 
nothing to do with sex at all. Nevertheless, the 
condom continued to suffer from misconcep- 
tions about its effectiveness (a factor which 
had more to do with ignorance about how to 
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use one than its actual failure rate) and with 
the advent of the pill the newly uninhibited 
young rejected the poor rubber johnny as old- 
fashioned and furtive. 

It was only with the emergence of health 
concerns about the pill and fear of AIDS in the 
mid-Eighties that interest in the condom re- 
vived. By 1986 13 percent of all contraceptive 
users employed condoms, making it the sec- 
ond most popular method, after the pill at 21 
percent. But it wasn't until August, 1987, 
when Richard Branson succeeded in getting 
the government to lift its ban on condom 
advertising on television, that the modern era 
of King Condom arrived. 

Although the move was meant to open the 
London Rubber Companys virtual condom 
monopoly to competition from Virgin's own 
Mates brand, LRC were the first to capitalize 
on the new rules by coining the definitive 
post-AIDS condom slogan — "Together you're 
safer with Durex" — used with the now 
famous Frankie Goes to Hollywood ‘Power of 
Love’ advert. The "safe-sex" prefix has stuck 
to the word ‘condom’ ever since and the result 
is that today as many people use the condom 
as the pill. And despite attempts by anti- 
contraceptive campaigners like Victoria 
Gillick to discredit the condom by question- 
ing its effectiveness against disease, it con- 
tinues to catch on with the young. Among 16- 
to 17-year-olds it has now replaced the pill as 
the main form of contraception, a trend which 
israpidly taking over the 18- to 24-year-old age 
groupas well (however, despite the expansion 
in condom sales, LRC claims it retains a 90 
percent share of the market). 
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At the same time, as the safe sex message 
has got home we have moved away from 
doom-laden images of tumbling icebergs to 
the matter-of-fact message of the latest HEA 
ad, which shows Sheila Dawson, a worker at 
the LRC plant, putting the damn things onto 
a conveyor belt. The closing line is: “Keep Mrs 
Dawson busy. Use a condom." 

However, as the condom gains in social 
acceptance, there are still barriers to be bro- 
ken. Many young men continue to have hang- 
ups about going into a chemist to ask for one, 
while some complain, rather unbelievably, 
that they can’t find one that fits. Discussion of 
anal sex also remains taboo, despite the num- 
bers of heterosexual practitioners and the 
availability of extra-strength condoms like 
Red Stripe which have been popular in the 
gay community for years, 

Given men’s reluctance to accept respon- 
sibility for contraception the impetus for the 
frank airing of these issues in future is likely 
to come from women, who already account 
forone in four condom purchases. А develop- 
ment that could prove significant in this re- 
spect is the planned launch later this year of 
Femidom, a female condom developed by 
Chartex Resources. A sort of cross between a 
Dutch cap and a sheath, Femidom can be 
inserted by women into the vagina in advance 
of sex, thus removing the last objection to the 
conventional condom — namely, that it inter- 
rupts love-making. For once Madame de 
Sévigné would have heartily approved. @ 


Condoms are available free of charge from family 
planning clinics. 


| PHOTOGRAPHS HUGUES ROUSSAS | 





“Its not polite to 
masturbate in public..." 
Bonnie Vaughan and 
Susannah Frankel on sexual 
etiquette 
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When it comes to sex, there's really no 
such thing as absolute dos and don'ts. For 
some people there's nothing worse than 
'wham bam thank you ma'am', while for 
others anything's better than hours of win- 
some foreplay followed by relentless hump- 
ing, usually practised by those who have 
misinterpreted the myth that "women take 
longer'. And while many men want a woman 
to buck and writhe in wanton ecstasy when 
she sits on his face, there are others who may 
fear for the safety of their dental work. Most 
women can't agree on this either: some feel 
too vulnerable and exposed when it comes to 
cunnilingus, while others are simply bored, 
and others again think nothing beats it. 

We all have our individual likes and dis- 
likes, of course, so no two anxieties are ever 
the same. Moreover, anxiety and fear in them- 
selves both play an integral partin the game of 
sex. Fear of rejection. Fear of failure. Fear of 
the unknown. Fear and anticipation: will we 
end up in bed together later? (The anticipa- 
tion alone can be the sexiest part of sex.) And 
then, of course, there's fear of committing the 
unspeakable, the unpardonable faux pas — 
fear of farting during orgasm, for example. 
Some people are so alarmed by the prospect of 
this happening that they are unable to relax 
and enjoy themselves. Others are more prag- 
matic, masking the offending butt burp by 
crying out with wild abandon. And what 
about those cries of ecstasy? Have you ever 
considered that your partner may in fact have 
simply slipped a disc? 

Sex is about trial by fire. Leap in at the deep 
end, learn by your mistakes. Do whatever it 
takes. If you think you know it all already, 
more luck to you. If not, you may find some 
useful tips in our panels on sexual etiquette, 
running over the following pages. 






From strained wrists 
to strange trysts, 
theres more to sex 


than meets 
the eye 





“Mrs Penelope Grange from 
Little Rock, Arkansas, claimed 
to have been molested by a 
monster turtle...” 

Jon Wilde on strange sex 


“My own belief is that there is hardly anyone 
whose sexual life, if it were broadcast, would not 
fill the world at large with surprise and horror." 

— W Somerset Maugham 


At the age of 14, | suddenly became > 





» aware of the complexity of human sexuality 
while witnessing a breathtaking public 
performance by a local lad known as 
“Springer” who achieved orgasm by swinging, 
a turkey around so that its wings brushed the 
tip of his penis. The turkey was apparently 
named Cyril. The unfortunate bird appeared 
to be asleep. Midway through the 
demonstration, Springer casually turned to 
the assembled crowd and uttered the 
immortal words, “Would somebody please 
pass me the cranberry sauce?” 

The craving for sexual variety is nothing 
new. From the beginning of recorded history, 
human beings evidently have been in pursuit 
of the ultimate sexual experience, In his 
celebrated 1928 study, Sex in the New Stone Age, 
Rolf Rawlinson claims that neolithic hunters 
would achieve orgasm by inserting barley 
stalks into their erect members. 

The last 200 years have witnessed an 
increasing obsession with sexual fulfilment. 
In his*1988 book, Misfits: A Study of Sexual 
Outsiders, Colin Wilson argues that although 
sexual deviancy has always been with us, it 
only truly began to proliferate in the 19th 
century. Wilson concludes that, with the 
invention of the modern lover, human beings 
learned to use their imagination far more than 
in previous centuries. 

Sex with animals has been condemned 
for thousands of years. In Leviticus, the 
prescribed punishment fora man ora woman 
who “lies with beast’ was death. In the 
Middle Ages, in England, the animal victim 
was hanged alongside the human. The 
precise incidence of zoophilia in the 20th 
century is not known but according to the 
Kinsey report of 1953, about 8 percent of 
American men and 3 percent of women 
admitted to sexual behaviour involving an 
animal. Sex objects range from cattle to 
dogs, ‘even fish, snakes and insects. In Н 
Greenwald's 1974 study, The Sex Life Letters, a 
lorry driver describes a shocking experience 
while delivering corn to a farm in Alabama: 
“Making a delivery one afternoon, I could find 
no one at home. 50 1 started to look into some 
of the outbuildings to find someone to sign 
my delivery sheet. Hearing sounds coming 
from the barn, 1 approached it and as I passed 
the window І saw the farmer's wife bending 
over some hay, doing her best to guide the 
penis of a large dog into her vagina. After 
entry was effected the dog worked away with 
gusto, to the obvious and extreme pleasure of 
the lady..." In 1931, a Bellonese man of the 
Solomon Islands was sentenced to two years 
imprisonment for “sexual violation of a tunny 
fish". In their 1973 essay, ‘A Partial Analysis of 
a Perversion Involving Bugs’, RJ Stolorow and 
HT Grand describe the case of a 25-year-old 
man who became sexually excited by 
squashing winged insects. 

In 1985, The Weekly World News reported 
the strange case of a Mrs Penelope Grange 
from Little Rock, Arkansas, who claimed to 
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have been molested by a monster turtle that 
crawled out of the sea while her husband was 
off in search of ice cream. “It was repulsive,” 
she told the newspaper. “It was as big as a 
medium-sized whale, with a carapace like a 
turtles, a horrible head like a barrel, and two 
wings." Mrs Grange would resurface again in 
1989, this time claiming that she had been 
penetrated by a horned viper while hanging 
out her washing. 

The Weekly World News is never short of 
bizarre sexstories. In 1984, it reported that, on 
a flight from Miami to New York, a stewardess 
entered the cockpit to find the pilot 
performing fellatio on the copilot. The 
following year, they carried a story entitled 
“No Extras Today Please’ which involved 
a repairman who was called to a house 
in Louisiana to mend a refrigerator. He 
discovered that it contained milk bottles filled 
with human sperm and called the police. The 
owner of the house explained nonchalantly 
that "it tastes mighty fine with breakfast 
cereal". 

It seems that, if it can be done or even if it 
can be imagined, then there will be a word for 
it. The pious young James Boswell used to 
reach sexual climax when climbing trees. He 
was so racked with guilt that he regularly 
contemplated self-castration. David Niven 
once confessed that he enjoyed his first 
orgasm while halfway up a sycamore, They 
would both have been interested to learn that 
‘dendrophilia’ refers to a sexual interest in 
trees or vegetable life. In his 1965 book, Sexual 
Deviations, the aptly named Gerald Roaster 
cites the case of aman known only as The Fire 
Worshipper who suffered from pyrolangia. 
This refers to sexual arson, where the 
dividual becomes sexually excited by 
setting public buildings on fire. The Fire 
Worshipper, who lived in Toronto, claimed 
that he had his best ever orgasms after setting 
light to libraries. He had tried hospitals, 
police stations and supermarkets, but “it was 
never quite the same”. He told Roaster that his 
most intense experience occurred one 
afternoon in 1959 when he was helping the fire 
service, unsuccessfully, to put out the fire he 
had started. In his riveting book of wacky 
trivia, Man Suffocated by Potatoes, William 
Marsano describes a case of gastrophilia 
which involved a 21-year-old man from 
Illinois who was arrested after he allegedly 
dipped his penis intoa jar of salad dressing at 
a K-Martstore. A similar case occured in 1984, 
involving a 40-year-old woman, also, 
curiously enough, from Illinois, who was 
arrested in a supermarket after being found 
masturbating with the aid of a frozen sausage. 

Botulinonia was apparently all the rage in 
Sweden in the mid-Sixties. This is a form of 
masturbation practised by women in which a 
sausage (usually prime pork) is smoothed, 
lubricated and heated before being 
introduced into the vagina in lieu of the male 
organ and manipulated to imitate coital 





etiquette 
CONDOMS 


Anyone who isn't prepared to wear a 
rondom isit worth the effort 


no 

Ж Share equal responsibility for providing 
the condoms Its passé to consider it 
seer if the woman carries them, ar 
presumptuous If the man does. Ns better 
ке have too many than nat enough — 
you can always use them up. or play 
hearts with therm (the winner gets thelr 
deepest fantasy indulged) 

# Be diplomatic Make it sexy instead of 
Just an issue, "This Is for both of us" 15. 
hotter than "m using this because you 
could have Ais" 


por 

3k Be more interested inthe wrapping 
paper than the present: Texture. 

sensitivity factar and reliability are more 
Impartant than colour or special features 
‘There's по need to obsess on the 
gimmicky side of ses or to adorn the male 
Appendage as |! It should be on thie 
Christmas table, However, И you musy 
‚black but not yellaw or green; blackberry 
but not lemón or mint 

Ж Wear your condom or your sieeve, 
'Over-confidence can be deeply 
unattractive 

= Be too rough. Hit doesn't go on easily, 
it’s inside out ar still in the packet. If it still 
doesn’t go оп easily, marry nm 

ae Flash them dawn the toilet 


Sax ACCESSORIES 

Leather gloves, mirrors riding boots, cock 
rings, showerheads, belts, Wellinamn 
boots, handcuffs, vibrators, dildos, whips, 
canes, KY jelly, baby oil; undertipe 
bananas, Swartega, candles (hot and 
cold), hats (also see esa, ser] 


movement. Feel a little tripsolagnia coming 
on? This refers to sexual desire aroused by 
having the hair shampooed. Actirasty? A 
pleasurable sexual lassitude aroused by 
exposure to the sun. Kleptolangia? Sexual 
excitement derived from stealing an object. 
Gerbillophilia? Don't ask the Pet Shop Boys, 
who have always denied rumours that their 
name derives from the bizarre practice of 
inserting a living rodent into the rectum. 
The lexicon of sexual aberration offers an 
exhaustive range of possibilities, ranging 
from the absurd to the monstrous. My 
favourite story is provided by Mikhail and 
August Stern. In their 1981 book, Sex in the 
Soviet LInion, they describe a bizarre incident 
seen on their return from a summer holiday in 
the Soviet Caucasus. To their surprise, the 
vehicle in front began to zigzag, its driver 
paying no attention to the Sterns’ hooting. № 


sex object: steve speller 





BLITZ 10 





» The reason for the vehicle's erratic behaviour 
was soon explained. Its driver was watching 
"a militiaman directing traffic at the 
intersection which we were approaching. His 
pose was, to say the least, bizarre; he had 
taken his member out of his trousers and was 
squeezing it at its base with his right hand. 
Left, right, stop: the officer was directing the 
traffic with his penis, which was red as a 
pepper”. Not surprisingly, the militiaman 
ended up in court. When asked by the judge 
to explain his behaviour, he confessed that he 
was somewhat liquored up at the time. “I just 
felt a funny urge come over me,” he 
remarked. “1 vaguely knew what I was doing 
but, as [wasn’t harming anyone or anything, I 
thought, ‘What the hell!" @ 


— = 


"The French believe in 
oysters and sea urchins, the 
Spanish, octopus stewed in 
its own ink..." 

Malu Halasa on aphrodisiacs 


"| was a courtesan in the city Byzantium. 1 am 
Kallirrhoe, experienced in all the arts of 
voluptuousness.” — Tomb inscription 


Sucking mangos can make you randy. 
So can artichokes, chestnuts and carrots 
stewed in milk, according to an Arabic recipe. 
Raw egg has also gained a reputation as a 
sexual stimulant, either with brandy and 
honey or flavoured with cinnamon or pepper. 
1f the refrigerator is in your boudoir, look no 
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sex 


further than the vegetable drawer for a 
convenient aphrodisiac. 

The word, ‘aphrodisiac’ — derived from the 
goddess of love, Aphrodite — refers to natural 
substances that enhance sexual desire or 
pleasure. Like the goddess who rose outof the 
briny foam, romance can be found not only on 
the high seas but underneath them. Both Lord 
Byron and Casanova swore by seafood as the 
ultimate aphrodisiac, During the reign of 
Louis XV, Marquise Pompadour cooked filet 
of sole à la Pompadour before each passionate 
interlude, and perfumed her parlour with the 
aroma of cooking, which smelled, to some, of 
devotion, 

On the amorous shores of the 
Mediterranean, each country boasts a recipe 
for love, The French believe in oysters and sea 
urchins, the Greeks, prawns, the Spanish, 
octopus stewed in its own ink. Bouillabaisse, 
or fish soup, is universally considered a 
bestower of sexual prowess, along with 
shellfish, shark, cod, salmon, seaweed and 
sea water 

These are not exactly old wives’ tales. 
Seafood is rich in vitamin A, which nourishes 
mucous membranes that lubricate sexual 
organs, vitamin B-1 (thiamine), which 
supplies hormones to the pituitary glands 
that stimulate the sex glands, and vitamin D, 
known to increase sexual appetite. Clinical, 
perhaps, but this is the biological chemistry of 
heavy petting. 

Medieval and ancient herbalists have been 
documenting the herbs of Venus for the last 
2,000 years. Whether leaf, flower or vine, 
acacia buds, aloes, balm of Gilead, cyclamen, 
elecampane, lavender, meadowsweet, 
mistletoe, myrtle or rose, to name but a few, 
all have fascinated humankind looking for 
herbal remedies, love potions or spells. In 
Europe, basil has been the stuff of love 
charms, while in Haiti, it is the venerable 
plant of the voodoo nymphomaniac sex- 
goddess Erzuile. According to Dr Culpeper, it 
inflames women, but has the opposite cooling 
effect on men. To heat up a man in the winter 
of his sexual years use mint, while 
honeysuckle induces dreams of an erotic and. 
prophetic nature. 

Astrologer, magician and herbalist Pietro 
Lamia — editor of Gostik AIN, a lunar, 
astrological and magical quarterly from 
France — is always being asked for romantic 
remedies. “Usually by women,” he admits. I 
met him when I was looking for a psychic. 
Our rapport was immediate. 

There are, he maintains, two types of love 
elixir, and they are “political”. The first, for 
the independent woman, kindles abandoned 
sex between equals. “Lilith was the first wife 
of Adam who left him because he tried to 
dominate her. An old recipe passed through 
female descent, oil of Lilith, made from 
essential oils, is one of the best potions, which 
attracted Solomon to Sheba.” 


And it's easy to see why. Musky, 
mysterious, my vial of Lilith is saved only for 
very special occasions. Discreet women say 
no more. 

The second, more traditional remedy 
would set feminists aflame, and not with 
passion. It belongs to Eve, the woman formed 
from Adams rib, and is for women obsessed. 

“Love potions are essentially about in- 
equality,” Lamia explains, “Eve wants to bind 
her man to her because thats how some 
women gain power, through the men they 
possess. Even though obsessive love ends 
badly,” he shrugs, “everyone still wants for 
it.” 

In the early hours of the morning, 
herbalists in China gather herbs and roots 
during certain quarters of the moon, From the 
East come wondrous aphrodisiacs of myrrh, 
jasmine and the cure-all ginseng root. Green 


etiquette 


TALKING 
Sex shouldn't be a great, silent thrash in. 
the dark, with each partner relying on the 
powers of telepathy or osmosis to know: 
whether or not they're pleasing the other. 
Communication is vital, Use your voice as 
well as your whole body to express your 
needs. Tell your partner when you like 
what they're doing. If in doubt; ask, but 
don't turn it inta the third degree (Who 
do you think you are? Woody Allen?) 
There's talking and there's talking, Your 
voice сап be used to stimulate as well as 
to guide, Talk about your fantasies. Tell 
your partner what you're doing. What 
you're going to do, Sometimes it's not 
what you say but haw you say it. 


DO say 

ak | want you. | want you now 

* | need you 

ж | can't live without you 

Ж Oh yes, yes, yes! 

ж You're so beautiful 

3k | love you 

ж Marry me 

Ж | want you to have my baby/! want to 
have your baby 


DON'T SAY 

Ж l'm only interested in you for the sex 
№ Can we get this over with? I'm having 
my haemmorhoids treated first thing 

Ж Did you ever hear the one about 7 
№ Christ, where's my hairpiece? 

ж Watch out for my boil: (Who do you 
think you are? Nigel Kennedy?) 

Ж | love you 

** Marry me 

Ж | want you to have my baby/l want to 
have your baby 


sex object: peter calvin 





Ф Matis 


BLITZ 103 


104 BL 


etiquette 


on ж 

Oral sex is probably one of the most 
difficult sexual activities to talk about and 
people are particularly divided and 
insecure as to what they should and 
should not do. Oral sex should be an act 
of worship. Immerse yourself There's no 
point doing it unless you're going to enjoy 
it, Be innovative and experiment: hot and 
cold liquids, whipped cream, honey, 
cinnamon, fruit, ice cubes, cold jelly, 
chocolate fingers, butterscotch Angel 
Delight. Tricky but rewarding. 





FELLATIO 

во 

Ж Use tne epiglottis to the full 

ж Suck as if you're seeding grapes, or as 
if you're sucking barley sugar 

ж Suck hard 

Ж Suck softly 

** Be gentle with the balls and don't. 
neglect them 

ж Use your hands 

ж Develop a taste for semen. You've 
grown up eating Ambrosia Creamed Rice; 
surely it's not so different 

Ж Remember: theres no such thing as. 
giving bad head 
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ж Be too ambitious, (Who do you think 
you are? Linda Lovelace? Besides, 
spluttering can ruin the atmosphere.) 

ж Him: thrust too hard. (Not everyone's 
Linda Lovelace) 

*k Bite (unless specifically requested) 

Talk with your mouth full 

ж Spit out the semen in disgust. OK, so 
maybe it does taste more like cold tapioca 
than creamed rice: dispose of it discreetly 
* Blow 


CUNNILINGUS 

во 

ak Take your time. Remember the inner 
thighs and stomach. It's not a case of 
‘first one to camp the clit gets a gold 
medal’ 

ж Be gentle 

Ж Treat the labia with respect, Never 
chew or wrench open wantonly 

*k Use your fingers 


DON'T 

*k Poke furiously with your tongue 

ж Make a big show out of picking the 
pubic hairs from your mouth: the truly 
nonchalant would use it as dental floss 
Ж Нег: yawn 

ж Her: suffocate your partner 

* Blow 
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ginger cooked with orange peel and stirred 
into ginseng essence removes the 
consequences of sexual excesses — an 
Oriental version of Resolve for the over-sated. 
By itself, ginseng also guards against 
impotence. 

In the healing arts of acupuncture and 
shiatsu, the meridian that governs sexual 
excitement and fertility is the kidney, The 
really desperate forego treatment altogether, 
and medicate themselves with black rhino 
horn or deer antler. In this age of animal 
awareness, more acceptable and available are 
traditional remedies of yin yang ts'ao, a 
species of barrenwort, or chung wei tze, 
Siberian motherwort first cited by 
Dioscorides Pendanius, who described 600 
plants in his work on medical botany in the Ist 
century AD. 

But, for the man or woman intent on 
working a little sorcery of their own for the 
one who looks like they are about to get away, 
old-tashioned solutions sometimes have to 
do. 

Waiter, bring me a rope and some fish 
soup! Ф 





"Only the beautiful can 
bungle with confidence..." 
Michael Bracewell on sexual 
ineptitude 


Back in the Thirties, when Jack Hylton 
and The Savoy Orpheans used to broadcast 
their Saturday night dances from the famous 
hotel after which they were named, there was 


a popular song in their repertoire which was 
entitled (saucily) ‘Why Doesn't Somebody 
Tell Me These Things?’ A jaunty foxtrot, fea- 
turing a remarkable penny whistle solo, this 
crie de coeur оп behalf of the sexually inept was 
sung by June Malo, It contained the following, 
significant verse: h, I'm like а birdie whos 
learning to fly/Before I try — to spread my wings! 
Why doesn’t somebody tell me these things?” And 
then again, later: “My Mother never taught me/ 
Teacher never taught me/But now that love has 
caught me/What am 1 's'posed to do now?/Oh,” 
etc. 

What indeed. As sung by a woman, this 
sprightly confession could be seen as a coy 
hymn to virginity and respectability. While 
its theme is one of innocence, its undertone is 
decidedly erotic, and in this much itis typical 
of songs of the period. In those days, when 
sex was ‘birdies’ and “I'm a little butterfly, 
looking for a flower” (pronounced Лай), the 
notion of sexual ineptitude was more or less a 
part of the mating ritual, Men were depicted 
as strong and paternal — and they had 
learneda thing or twoin the army; women, on 
the other hand (unless they were ‘fast’ or ‘a bit 
of a sport’), played a role in which wide-eyed 
anticipation was mingled with girlish mod- 
esty and a becoming ignorance of the facts of 
life. Such was the popular image of courting 
couples and newlyweds. 

This comforting state of affairs, however, 
was brought to a close by George Formby, the 
clown who wanted to be a crooner. Formby 
gave a voice to male sexual ineptitude, and 
who can ever forget such wonderful narrative 
lines as: “At five to eight a girl she wakes/At eight 
o'clock a bath she takes/At five past eight me ladder 
breaks/When I'm cleaning windows...” Formby 
was the direct ancestor of Morrissey in some 
ways, and in these days of using the history 
of popular culture as a kind of spiritual 
dressing-up box itis easy to see how a particu- 
lar form of chic has resulted from the cult of 
the sexual bungler. Endearing sexual inepti- 
tude (like stylish bad dressing) is, however, 
the privilege of the attractive. I daresay that 
Mel Gibson, for instance, or Madonna, or any 
number of media-féted sex symbols, could 
display the sexual technique of a boxing kan- 
garoo and still be internationally desired. 
Only the beautiful can bungle with confi- 
dence; for the rest of us, ‘getting ones kit off 
must remain a test of character and a war of 
nerves. 

But what, precisely, constitutes sexual in- 
eptitude? Stephen Heath, in his persuasive 
book The Sexual Fix, advances the theory that 
we are all (or nearly all) sexually inept. In his 
wonderful chapter ‘While Millicent Buckled 
and Writhed’ he explains how the bombard- 
ment of our lives by stylized images of sexual 
triumph can be seen as the main constituent 
of sexual fear. So long as the men in the 
adverts have cheekbones like wing mirrors 
and can reduce (note the word ‘reduce’) a 
woman to a sighing, complicit seeker-after- № 
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> orgasm simply by taking their sunglasses off; 
and so long as the women (honey-tanned and 
perfectly proportioned) can be depicted (in 
the same adverts) as somehow knowledge- 
able to the point of being prematurely grati- 
fied, then the received image of sexual success 
will remain firmly (and dangerously) in the 
hands of skilful stage managers. This re- 
ceived image has provided copy for maga- 
zines such as Cosmopolitan for an awfully long 
time. So long as theories of ‘multiple orgasm’ 
and ‘the G-spot’ and ‘Does Your Man Make 
You Faint?’ were put forward, then people 
could write in (expressing their anxiety) and 
thus make the notion of global sexual nirvana 
seem plausible. Due in part to intelligent work 
by various enlightened editors, and to the 
general questioning of sexual activity which 
AIDS has forced into play, the cutting edge of 
these myths has become slightly blunt. We are 
beginning to realize that the notion of Great 
Sex is largely an invention of advertising 
agencies which plays on the idylis of erotic 
romance, which are as old as poetry itself. 
(The great Greek poets — Theocritus for 
instance — were masters of the erotic idyll, 
mingling the arguments of the seducer with 
softly pornographic descriptions of sexual 
triumph.) 

But theory and literature do little to comfort 
the men or women who believe themselves to 
be sexually inept. Premature ejaculation, 'fri- 
gidity’ and general clumsiness will go a long, 
way towards spoiling the already delicate 
stuff of romance, One can, of course, make a 
comedy out of it — many have; or one could 
indulge in one's sense of uselessness, and 
cultivate an image of erotico-romantic mor- 
bidity. But not everyone wishes to pursue 
those courses, A surprisingly large amount of 
people simply want to join in with what they 
perceive as being the universal enjoyment of 
sex. They wish to display their love — or they 
don’t want to be lonely, It is for them (the tired 
and the worried and the plain) that the fear of 
not performing correctly bites hardest. And it 
is for them that the role of love (sentimental, 
perhaps, and platitudinous in the eyes of both 
the intellectuals and the party animals) must 


etiquette 


Never underestimate the power of the 
kiss, It is a skill worth perfecting before 
all others. Kissing can be sexier than sex. 
Do 

ж Dribble 

ж Remember that short, soft kisses can 
be just as sexy as deep, soulful ones 

æ Explore: necks, feet, eyes, ears, backs 








ж Drool 

ж Swallow the tongue 
ж Clash teeth 

ж Cough 
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play its greatest part. Love, one likes to think, 
will make a molehill out of the mountain of 
sexual ineptitude. But what if it doesn't? 
Larkin, from his poem 'Letter to a Friend 
About Girls’ (1959); "My mortification at your 
pushovers/Your mystification at my feck 





Everything proves we play in separate leagues. 





"We've all of us slapped the 
meat in our time, we've all 
had a wrist tango...” 

John Hind on masturbation 


Where did it all begin? No idea. But I 
have a pristine memory of being caught 
trouserlessatage eight by Mrs W, а neighbour, 
while her son and I rubbed ourselves against 
her laundry floor. I can see her now, towering 
in the doorway, a smirk finally surfacing 
across her face; the same path since (and we're 
talking twenty-plus years here). 

After the Mrs W incident I tended to engage 
solo and with a touch more discretion; these 
being the reasons, presumably, that there are 
very few firm figures on masturbation. The 
sexologists believe that “many” males 
rediscover autoeroticism at around eight 
years of age (we'll come to that ‘re~’ later). 
They further calculate that by 17 at least 96 
percent of males have discovered their ‘paws 
best pal'. They seem to have made no studies 
on visual/mental stimuli used, My 
masturbatory history — and indeed my 
masturbation — is a bit of a haze. I recall with 
some delight my first emission of seminal 
fluid, and my first of semen — but 1 don't 
remember how or when. One needs good 





reference points. For example, Ihave a friend 
whose parents (so they confirm) had a 
“surprisingly erotic" mirrored bathroom 
fitted in 1973, and a locked garage in 1974; 
thus he can build a much clearer cock 
cronology. 

My personal theory is that the bulk ofmales 
begin masturbating seriously (the fingers and 
thumb ‘hand-shandy’ technique) at about 11. 
During my first term at a comprehensive 
school there was a girl who, each Monday 
morning, had boys retrieve their stolen tie 
from within her blouse. One particularly 
coarse girl left a used tampon on my coat peg. 
It was slightly too much for me. Then there is 
the unconscious aroma emanating from the 
‘other’ changing room. Personally, Iblame the 
women. I remember one girl who claimed 
during afternoon break that she'd been 
manipulated to orgasm by a fellow pupil 
during the day's third-year Year RE class. 
Although I don't believe it now (and I’m sure 
she doesn't), at the time it worked wonders for 
my hormones. 

To spend your entire secondary education 
musing on sex (with occasional breaks for 
humour) is, surely, chronic... but 
nevertheless excellent practice for the brain's 
fantasy compartments. 1f you're 12 or 13 and 
the girls (or whoever) in your school make you 
so hogging horny that you don’t know your 
Belgian rainfall from your Norwegian 
forestry yields, then the very least one can do 
is spend as much time as possible in the 
evening passing creative messages back and 
forth between the brain and the wrist, And, of 
course, these things are habit-forming. “Only 
art you can control,” said Woody Allen. 
"Art... and masturbation". And I've never 
been too good at sketching. 

Let's face it — I'm a wanker. I'm a wanker, 
and so are you. We've all of us slapped the 
meat in our time (an unpleasant phrase), 
we've all had a wrist tango (slightly better), 
we've all self-abused (a technical term). We 
shouldn't beat about the bush about beating 
about the bush. If we were really honest about 
masturbation we wouldn’t howl "You 
wanker!” at those who irritated us, but “You 
non-wanker!" ] imagine it’s vaguely possible 
one of you may be in palm-paradise at this 
very moment. 1 have a comedian friend who 
claims to masturbate six, seven or eight times 
per day, sometimes standing with binoculars 
at his seventh-floor window. He is not joking. 
When 1 told a 34-year-old married male 
acquaintance that İi was writing on masturba- 
tion, he responded rather over-briskly, "Well, 
it doesn't hurt anyone, does it? And another 
thing, and another thing... it's the only 
exercise T get." Yet still there is no listing for 
this pastime in Roget's Thesaurus. [have both 
the 1923 and the 1990 editions and 
masturbation is nowhere. 

Wanking is a little like eating alone in a 
restaurant — it's not entirely acceptable public № 
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» behaviour, unless you're taking notesona pad 
atthe same time. Adults don't talk about adult 
masturbation because to be ‘adult’ is to have a 
constant supply of ‘the real thing’ available; 
and adults don't like to think of their children 
masturbating because itdisturbs the concepts 
of innocence, Yet the sexologists report 
children actually begin touching their 
genitals from a few months of age, 
“seemingly for pleasure”. Parents who stop 
them are actually the people who first 
introduced the children to these ‘sexual 
feelings’ in the first place, by washing them 
and changing their nappies. So exactly what 
roles privacy and guilt, and combinations 
thereof, play in the masturbation game are 
hard to tell. In one sense wanking is a 
physical/mental/moral negation of the 
function of sex (reproduction); there again it 
actually feels more like a celebration of sex. 
Whichever, lm told masturbatory pleasures 
are greater for Roman Catholics. I have a 
Catholic friend who claims to have gone into 
hanky heaven on Christmas Day, seven or 
eight years ago, almost immediately after 
hearing a speech by the Pope in which he 
decried masturbation. 

1 have another friend — whom we can only 
call 'N' — who's most dramatic memory of 
twanging the wire is in a caravan in Cornwall 
in 1975. N thought his parents had gone fora 
walk on the cliffs, but — mid-manipulation — 
he glanced up to see his wide-eyed mother 
watching him through the caravan window. 
He says her only words were a gentle, "Oh, 
don't rock the caravan, dear". But exactly in 
what way her (lack of) reaction exacerbated or 
deflated the fabric of his masturbatory future 
he'll not theorize. He will only admit to once 
losing a ping-pong ball in his rectum fora few 
hours (“Once it's in, it's in") and putting a 
stalked flower down his penis which would 
not so easily come out. 

One still hears it suggested that “too 
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frequent masturbation can make a man 
impotentand a woman frigid”. (Why not vice- 
versa?). | have looked into literature on the 
subject and it seems that the “too frequent” 
figure here isin the region ofa couple of dozen 
a day. Although women of course do not 
masturbate. Only joking. But this is a tricky 
one. Desmond Morris is at pains to point out 
that female parts are “more tucked away”. 
Robert Chartham says that "many" females 
begin masturbating at 17, but that the “highest 
incidences” (when only 50 percent of females 
have discovered it) are around the age of 28 
(rising to 62 percent discovery at 50), Does 
this suggest that female desires are 
sublimated more easily than male ones, that 
females are more secretive than men, or just 
that I'm reading the wrong books? Where's 
Oprah Wintrey when you need her? Let's 
consult Alex Comfort, another man. "While 
bays need only be told to enjoy masturbation 
without guilt," he explains, "adolescent girls 
should be actively encouraged," Positive 
discrimination for female teen masturbators? 
Now we're talking. 

Perhaps the ultimate question must be: If 
people had unlimited sexual activity available 
to them from outside sources (and sexually 
transmitted diseases didn’t exist), would they 
still tip-toe into the lav once in a while to 
engage in a surreptitious hand-shandy? 1 
have conducted a poll of eight people on this 
matter and none say "no"... only “yes”, 
sorry” and "get fucked”, But here's Robert 
Chartham to spoil everything: "No matter 
what the masturbatory technique involved," 
he writes, none can match the pleasures and 
relief from tension that normal sexual 
intercourse provides". 

What a non-wanker. @ 














"Pornography dehumanizes 
everybody. 


Pornographers hate 
women, they hate 
themselves...” 

Kim Bowen on 
pornography 


The woman's lips inch their way up and 
down the penis, her cheeks hollowing in and 
out as if she were sucking an icepop. Bucking 
slightly, the man takes her head in his hand 
and urges her closer. Pulling out of her mouth, 
he prompts her to bend over before him and, 
squeezing his palm full of baby oil, he 
massages his cock, presses it against the 
woman's anus and, grunting with exertion, 
rams it deep inside her. She gasps in pain. 

In this particular scenario the woman is 
playing a drunk. She subjects herself to this 
because the man is waving a bottle of liquor 
just out of her reach, Soon he withdraws and 
ejaculates on her back. We have the proof the 
man has climaxed, we have seen the sperm. 
Clearly the woman has not climaxed, nor will 
she. She has not been touched kindly or 
caressed once. She is a sperm receptacle. 

This is a scene from Nasty Girls, one of two 
porn videos I procured from a Soho sex shop 
to watch with a group of female friends. 
Certain kinds of porn are illegal in the UK, 
but it is a piece of cake to buy under the 
counter, Each film costs £30, and can be 
exchanged for а mere tenner. 

Watching pornography is not dissimilar to 
watching a bullfight. Two creatures are made 
to face each other for the gratification of an 
eager paying audience. More often than not, 
the contest ends in the conquest and 
debasement of one of them. The women who 
appear in porn films are mirrors of 
pornographers’ desires. They groan, shriek, 
beg, pant, scream as they writhe in sexual 
emotion and lust which patently is not their 
own. 

In ancient Greece a porne was the lowest of 
whores, a prostitute despised by the more 
socially acceptable courtesans, obliged to go 
with anybody who would have her. 
‘Pornography’ literally means writing about 
whores. It is difficult not to be fascinated by 
the genre: it is undeniably sexual, forbidden, 
dirty, explicit, a million miles away from my 
own Catholic girlhood, Ultimately, however, I 
found viewing these films profoundly 
depressing and boring. As one of the group 
assembled commented, "The idea is 
brilliantly sexy, but they aren 

Technically the films are appalling — ^ A 
complete balls-up,” as one friend put it. The 
edits chop and flicker, continuity is non- 
existent, the music is either frantic or sheer » 
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something for the weekend, sir? 


> shopping mall. The lighting is suicidal, the 
locations are sparse, hideous, depressing. 
Flesh is butcher-shop pink and meaty. 
Generally the women involved are attractive, 
yet almost without exception the men are 
hideous. Cravats are sported at jaunty angles, 
hairpieces are in place, fat guts predominate. 
The men almost always have monolithic cocks 
which will invade every available onscreen 
orifice. 

Inthesecond film, Body for Sale, a prostitute 
rubs money on her naked body, groaning, 
“Ich lieben" (“I love it"), and ‘services’ several 
clients. She has sex with two exceptionally 
unattractive men: one sporting a massive 
penis; the other a minute one which never 
becomes erect — he merely masturbates in a 
hunched position while his friend fucks the 
woman for twenty-five minutes. She has sex 
with a woman, who is the only client she 
actually kisses. Most grotesquely she has sex 
with a fat, bald man of around 60, who fucks 
her for atleast ten minutes with an expression. 
of resolute detachment, looking exactly as if 
he were driving a taxi in bad weather, The 
entire scenario failed to inspire erotic 
stimulation among those of us watching but it 
was, according to one, “medically enriching”. 

The Sixties gave women the option of a freer 
sexuality, and some women were encouraged 
to enjoy porn, to revel in its sensuality as men 
do. This is an accepable concept as long as all 
who appear are equal. This is rarely the case, 
as the scenario is almost always the same: the 
woman sucks the man, then sometimes he 
fucks her, other times he just comes in her 
face, Nine Lives Hath My Love is one porn film 
from a series made for women by women 
under the auspices of former porn star 
Candida Royalle, Unlike the grotesquely 
clinical visual assault of Nasty Girls and Body 
Jor Sale, this is more likea soap opera with sex. 
By comparison to the earlier films, it is 
decidedly non-pornographic. Significantly, 
the lighting is natural and the actors’ bodies 
are in better shape. When the woman 
performs a blow job, she appears to be 
enjoying it, in contrast to the aggressive face- 
fucks so favoured in male porn. If the 
participants are not lovers offscreen, they use 
condoms. Penetration is shown, but more 
sympathetically and less gratuitously; the 
camera is not jammed up their backsides. Yet 
while itis more palatable than the other type, 
in the end it too becomes pedestrian, unsexy 
and quite foolish. In its own way, Royalles 
answer to unacceptable pornography is every 
bit as pointless as the male version. 

Pornography is about exploitation. The 
actors and actresses are exploited, the fluffers 
(the girls who hang around the film sets to 
keep our heroes hard) are exploited, black 
menare exploited for penis size, black women 
for animalistic desires, Oriental women for 
‘tightness’. But most of all the customer is 
exploited, It's a business that floats on shame, 
which preys mercilessly on human desires 
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and weaknesses. 

Itseems that some men have allocated their 
sexuality about as much importance as their 
ability to sink forty-five pints of lager a night. 
Such men provide an arena for the rank abuse 
of human beings (and of women, in 
particular) in pornography. Bernie Meadon of 
the Obscene Publications Squad points out, 
however, that in most pornographic 
scenarios, the actresses are fully cooperative. 
"But the bottom line is," he told me, "you 
don't get women jumping out of bushes 
attacking men. With regard to the danger to 
women, the porn actress isn't helping her 
fellow women." 

As long as the attitudes exemplified and 
arguably promoted by pornography exist, 
women who already live curtailed lives 
("Don't wear low-cut dresses", "Don't walk 
down that road at night", "I think your make- 
up'sabittarty, dear", "Make sureall the doors 
are locked in the car", "Look under the car 
before you get in it if you're in a lonely car 
park", "Don't have eye contact with men on 
trains", "Develop tunnel vision", "Lock your 
windows if you live on the ground floor", ad 
infinitum) will continue to fear that which 
they have always feared. Rape. 

As long as women are devalued by 
pornography, depicted as sex-hungry 
halfwits bearing the full responsibility for all 
ofmankind’s sexuality, (and yes, this includes 
the Page Three Girl), we are not safe. In 
Understanding Sexual Violence, a study of 
convicted rapists, Diana Scully reminds us 
that the origins of sexual violence are in the 
Structural subordination of women. 
Advocates of pornography cling to the ‘rapeis 
an act of violence’ argument, but for some 
men rape is sex. Rape is a means of sexual 
access to a woman who is otherwise not 





"today's watcher is tomorrow's doer”. 

Scraping the thick curd at the bottom of the 
barrel, the final abasement of life, beauty and 
sexuality is achieved by the snuff genre. It is 
possible to buy films of men sodomizing 
infants. It is possible to see films in which 
women are opened from breast to vagina with 
a hunting knife and left to die, When 
questioned, Scotland Yard remains 
unconvinced that the murders in snuff films 
are genuine, but in one sense the point 
remains the same — these nightmares, real or 
realistic, are created for someone's 
delectation. The abused or murdered people 
are nothings, they are nobodies. They are 
sperm receptacles, just as Samantha Fox and 
Maria Whittaker are both sperm receptacles. 

Porn people are one-dimensional fantasy 
figures separated from the spirit, obliged to 
inspire someone else's inadequacies. As one 
man I know opined, "Some of the truly 
grotesque films allow people to feel better 
than the people on the screen. Perhaps that's 
why its so attractive.” 

Pornography dehumanizes everybody. 
Pornographers hate women, they hate 
themselves; by watching it one is 
participating in the big, menacing hateback 
machine. Porn enables its viewers to detach 
themselves, to distance themselves from the 
real problems (and joys) of real sex. You don't 
have to feel, or think — you are untouched in 
any way you want to be. 

While serving his prison sentence forrape, 
Sixties Black Liberation leader Eldridge 
Cleaver wrote Soul on Ice, in which he states; “1 
know that by following the course which I 
have charted I will find my salvation... The 
price of hating other human beings is loving 
oneself less.” These words could be applied 
like balm to the pornographers wounding 
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1. Body Heat 
The film in which Kathleen Turner 
burnt up the sheets and, finally, the 
summer house as part of a laby- 
rinthine plot that had William Hurt 
and the audience gasping for relief 
by the end, The Florida humidity is 
palpable, Gave a whole new mean- 
ing to ‘steamy’. 


2. Last Tango in Paris 
Bertolucci's movie about an anony- 
mous coupling in an empty Paris 
apartment saw Brando at his 
narcissistic best and signalled the 
actor's comeback after too many bad 


movies. Maria Schneider, however, 
did herself no favours by appearing 
in this vehicle for two monster egos. 
After the sodomy-by-butter scene 
her career slipped into oblivion. 


8. Blue t 
Kyle MacLachlan — in a role that 
foreshadowed that of FBI Agent 
Cooper — investigates a severed ear 
and ends up a voyeur to, and then 
participant in, Isabella Rosselinis 
sado-masochistic relationship with 
the oxygen mask-fixated Dennis 
Hopper Shocked as much for its 
beauty as its horror. 


4. The Postman Always Rings 
Twice 

More sex in the kitchen, but don't 
attempt to try this one at home. 
Jack Nicholson banged Jessica 
Lange up and down so feverishly on. 
the kitchen counter that she must 
have spent a week picking the 
splinters out of her arse. Mind you, 
it delivered where the Lana Turner 
original simply teased. 


5. Making It (Les Valseuses) 
Bertrand Blier's two-fingers at 
bourgeois sensibilities sees Gérard 
Depardieu making it with Miou- 
Miou as often as the plot will allow 
without losing its way. At one point 
the couple forsake a girl who can’t 
have an orgasm for a woman just 
out ofprison on the assumption that 
she must be dying for it (she is). 
Compulsive viewing. 


6. Don't Look Now 
Supposedly the best sex scene ever 
filmed; certainly one which broke 
down many barriers with the 
British Film Censors. Unfortun- 
ately, Donald Sutherland and Julie 
Christie's sexual high jinks were 
cut for the television version and 
few unexpurgated prints remain, 
leaving Nicolas Roeg's thriller to be 
best remembered for its super- 





natural evocation of a death foretold 
against the backdrop of Venice's 
alleyways and canals. 


7. Betty Blue 

The film which established Beatrice 
Dalle's vital statistics, and hence 
her claim to starlet status, has her 
and co-star Jean-Hughes Anglade 
screwing their brains out from 
dawn to dusk. Ironically, Dalle's the 
one that ends up mentally unhinged 
and the film ends with Anglade 
putting her out of her misery. 


8. Ai Мо Corrida (The Realm of 
the Senses) 

Oshima's erotic masterpiece took 
the Japanese fascination with 
death to new pinnacles but shocked 
audiences worldwide with its 
portrayal of a couple who experi- 
ment with strangulation to 
heighten their mutual orgasms. 
When the man dies in mid-ejacu- 
lation, the woman cuts off his organ, 
never to be parted from her lover 
again. 


8. sex, lies and videotape 
Steven Soderbergh's impressive 
debut seemed to capture the mood of 
post-AIDS heterosexual society 
with its account of a sexual impo- 
tent (James Spader) who videotapes 
the repressed confessions of his 
friends wife (Andie MacDowell) 
and then runs off with her, Made 
voyeurs of us all. 


10. Everything You Always 
Wanted to Know About Sex. 
Woody Allen's seven sketches 
parodying a sex manual contain 
some of the funniest sex gags ever 
filmed and see Allen give one of his 
finest performances — as a sperm 
poised for ejaculation. Other high- 
lights include Allen send-up of a 
TV panel game, What's My Perver- 
sion? and Gene Wilder's memorable 
encounter with a sheep. 








DEAD SEXY 


JUAN HARLOW 

Who knows how many men Jean Harlow might 
have had had she not died tragically of uremic 
poisoning at the ripe age of 26. Despite her 
reputation for promiscuity and dyed-blonde 
pubic hair, Harlow, like Monroe later, was not 
particularly lucky in love, Her second husband, 
Paul Bern, was so ashamed of his tiny penis he 
shot himself and her third marriage lasted only 
eight months. At one point Harlow disguised 
herself in a black wig and began picking men up 
incognito at screenings of her own movies. But 
she was at her sexiest on screen where she was 
the first Hollywood actress to appear regularly 
without a bra. 


Guy de Maupassant 

One of the most prodigious lovers in modern 
French history, Maupassant could reputedly make 
his member erect at will. He also boasted that he 
was capable of multiple orgasms and could have 
sex up to twenty times іп a night, a facility that 
invariably ensured his partner reached climax 
too. Prouder of his sexploits than his books, 
Maupassant once had a bookkeeper accompany 
him to a Paris brothel where it was recored he 
"had six girls in an hour". But syphillis eventually 
got the better of him and he died a raving 
lunatic, aged 42. 





Jam Boswell 

Dr Johnson's biographer was a member of that 
small but select band of aborophiliacs. In his 
pubescent years Boswell's partners were trees, 





which he assaulted by masturbating against their 
trunks. Although he considered this a “small sin”, 
fornification remained an even “larger sin” until 
he discovered whores. A male chauvinist, and 
stingy with it, he treated prostitutes abominably, 
but suffered the consequences when they 
repeatedly infected him with gonorrhoea. 





rnest Hemingway 

There is a story that F Scott Fitzgerald was so 
concerned about the small size of his penis that 
he consulted his pal Hemingway, who, on 
comparing sizes, assured him he had a perfectly 
normal member. The irony is that by all accounts 
Hemingway had a remarkably small one himself 
("the size of a .33 shell”, according to his friend 
Sidney Franklin), but could never bring himself to 
admit it. Perhaps that explains why in his writing 
he cultivated such a macho image. 


Errol Flynn 

Cinema's great swashbuckler was obsessed with 
a fear of castration, having once heen attacked 
by a knife-wielding Indian rickshaw driver. 
Despite his sexual stamina this prevented Flynn 
really enjoying sex, although he did like to 
observe his guests having it away through a one- 
way mirror he had installed at his home. Twice 
acquitted of raping teenage girls, his sexual 
urges are adequately described by the phrase for 
which he is best remembered: “in like Flynn". 


Pope Alexander VI 

Rebuked by Pope Pius II for appearing at an orgy 
in his cardinal's robes, Rodrigo Borgia went on to 
become the most sinful pope in history. At the 
height of his power he kept a permanent harem 


and laid on lavish banquets where prizes were 
awared to guests who cavorted most often with 
the invited whores. He was a foremost 
practitioner of simony — the buying and selling 
of religious favours — and once sold a nobleman 
permission to commit incest with his sister. 
Legend has it that Rodrigo himself was no 
stranger to this sin, one of his sons being the 
product of sex with his sister, Lucrezia. 


3 Edgar Hoover 

Hoover's obsession with the FBI is a classic case 
of transference, a cautionary monument to the 
dangers of suppressing the libido. Probably a 
virgin until his death, Hoover made up for it by 
probing into the lives of anyone he deemed 
"subversive", and threw tantrums when his 
agents failed to turn over explicit photographs of 
copulating commies for him to paw over. 
Hoover's one regret was not that he had missed 
out on sex but that the FBI could not prosecute 
in cases of "oral-genital intimacy". 


Charile Chaplin 

Chaplin's endearing on-screen pursuit of women 
was no act. Endowed with an unusually large 
organ, he revelled in his reputation as the 
“eighth wonder of the world” and relentlessly 
pursued his co-stars with it. He particularly 
enjoyed deflowering virgins, for which his rule 
was “the younger, the better”. Lita Grey, for 
instance, first grabbed Chaplin's attention when 
she was six. Taking her under his wing he 
groomed her for stardom, finally pouncing on her 
when she was 15, However, Chaplin's reputation 
finally got the better of him and in 1944 he was 
hounded out of the US as а “debaucher”, 


Catherine и 

Unlike England's “virgin queen” Russia's empress 
revelled in sex and enjoyed countless liaisons 
while her impotent husband Peter was alive, 
despite the difficulties of periodically having to 
conceal from him the resulting pregnancies. 
Catherine didn't even begin to hit her peak until 
after she was 43 when she began a tumultuous 
affair with a cavalry officer. When the passion 
died he became her pimp, inspecting lovers for 
signs of venereal disease before ushering them 
into her bedchamber. Contrary to rumour, 
Catherine did not die attempting copulation with 
a horse, but of a stroke. 





мате Stopes 

Despite her association with birth control Marie 
Stopes had perilously little first-hand knowledge 
of sex. She didn't get her first kiss until she was 
24, and then from a Japanese researcher who 
was culturally opposed to it. It took five more 
years for Stopes to discover masturbation and 
when she finally married at 35 she discovered 
her husband was impotent. It wasn't until her 
second marriage that Stopes, aged 40, finally 
lost her virginity. Unfortunately, her new husband 
proved to be almost as disastrous as the first 
and later granted Stopes permission to carry on 
extramarital affairs. There is no evidence she 
ever took up the offer. 
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Art, more than any other creative endeavour, has concerned itself 
with the erotic muse, There is evidence of erotic art associated with 
fertility rites as early as 30,000 BC; the Ancient Egyptians, Greeks 
and Romans decorated vases, bowls and walls with highly stylized 
erotic images in celebration of sexuality and for sexua 
as did the Japanese who created the “pillow book”, depicı 
various positions with which newly married couples might 
experiment. 

In the repressively religious Dark Ages erotica died out com- 
pletely, only to resurface in the Renaissance when the human form 
was again openly explored in the guise of presenting classical or 
biblical episodes and figures. From that time until the present day 
there has always been some form of erotic art, although even i 
20th century few artists have unashamedly created erotica for 
own sake, nervous of being considered to have crossed the houndary 
into pornography. Nevertheless for such artists as Klimt, Schiele, 
Modigliani, Bonnard, Picasso and others the human body — usually 
female — was a constantly recurring subject, More recently 
Hockney restored the male nude to its position as a respectable 
object of study after centuries of embarrassed self-conscionsnese 

Now, however, in a climate of such moral sensitivity that the Royal 
Academy's recent Egon Schiele exhibition could not attract major 
sponsorship because of its “strong” content, the lines between 
erotica and pornography are — in the eyes of certain sections of the 
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Gustav Klimt: treading a thin line between erotica and pornography? 

public, at least — being blurred. And such major contemporary 
recent work with 
reputation as an artist to create pornography, only provoke furti 





artists as Jeff Koons who. 


controversy. 
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Joe Orton: King of Cruising 
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SEXY PAGES 


1. Lady Chatterley's Lover 
Lawrence's tale of Connie's tryst 
with a gamekekeeper wasn't finally 
unbanned in the UK until 1960 
after a notorious obscenity trial, 
Today, however, Lawrence's frank 
language seems anodyne and one 
wonders what all the fuss was 
about. 


2. Moll Flanders 
The frank heroine of Daniel Defoe's 
novel spends twelve years as a 
whore, is married five times (once to 
her own brother) and imprisoned in 
the colonies before repenting in the 
nick of time to die a rich and happy 
old woman. Quite a debut for social 
realism in the English novel. 


3. Lolita 

Nabokov's forthright tale of a 
lecherous lodger who seduces his 
landladys pre-pubescent daughter 
with disastrous results led to the 
coining of a new term for any 
budding starlet with precocious sex 
appeal. 


4. The White Hotel 
DM Thomas's first novel mixed 
Freudian psychoanalysis with 


TZ 


erotic fantasy and ideas from 
modern history to startling effect. 
One of the most sexually arousing 
novels ever written. 


5. The Swimming Pool 
Library 

Without question one of the most 
erotic books of recent years, what- 
ever your sexual tastes, Alan 
Hollinghurst's diary-style tale of 
brief encounters and dark secrets in 
modern London showed gay sex to 
be — for the most part — enor- 
mously enjoyable, and must have 
tempted even the most determined 
heterosexual male, 


6. The Orton Diaries 

In the gents, behind a bus stop, with 
a dwarf in Brighton... Joe Orton 
seemingly did it everywhere and 
with anything, a remarkable 
achievement considering these 
diaries just cover the lurid period 
between December 1966 and 
Orton's death in August 1967. One 
can only speculate as to Orton's 
lifetime cruising total. 


7. Nothing Natural 
Picking up where the zipless fuck 
left off, Jenny Diski turned the 
assumptions of two decades of 
women's liberation on its head with 


this tale of a feminist who finds 
herself plunged into a sado- 
masochistic relationship that forces 
her to own up to her own repressed 
rape fantasies. An advance for 
women, and men. 


8. Les Liaisons Dangereuses 
Seduction at its most cynical, 
Choderlos de Laclos’ novel has а 
timeless appeal and seems almost 
modern in its depiction of immor- 
ality and sex. Also a play and a film. 
How long before the T-shirt? 


9. Homemade 

This clinical account of a young 
boy's determination to lose his 
virginity by bedding his sister is 
recounted so naturalistically by Ian 
McEwan that it's only at the end of 
his story one realizes a taboo has 
been broken. Incest at its best. 


10. Story of the Eye 
Georges Bataille’s staggering 
novella runs the gamut of sexual 
excesses without ever stopping to 
draw breath. Within the space of 
sixty pages the narrator and his 
irrepressible paramour Simone 
have their way with bulls, priests, 
corpses, saucers of milk, flies, 
eyeballs and anything else that 
takes their fancy. 
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